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Pleased to Meet You 


Pleased To Meet You 


Duff 


| woke up with a strong sense of foreboding. The house smelt like a giant barbecue pit, and dumpster combined. | run my hand over my face and open my eyes. | raise my 


head and can't refrain from retching when | see the congealed vomit on my naked chest. Did | do that? 


| turn my head and survey my surroundings. Beside me is two chicks sound asleep holding each other like kids. Interesting. But as | looked more closely, | could see what 
they actually were. Jailfuckingbait. Did | fuck them? Fucking probably. 


| got up, completely naked, and walked groggily to the bathroom. It was probably the single most disgusting thing I've ever seen in my life. And I'm pretty sure I'm the one 


who made this mess. There's puke everywhere, basically water, probably some vodka too. | haven't eaten much recently. But then, | have been doing a lot of coke. 


| tiptoe through puddles and get in the shower. | turn on the water hoping it will wash the puke off, but no. | literally have to peel the dried vomit off. Honestly, it doesn't 
matter if it's mine or someone else's. | can't keep from throwing up on the shower floor. Thankfully its mostly bile, but it still gets around my feet and in between my 
toes. | turn the shower head down to my feet. | do my best to splash it toward the drain So fucking nasty. 


Disgusting. And that's exactly how | feel too. Even after my shower while I'm drying off. My head is killing me. My stomach hurts. My fucking hands are shaking. | look 


awful. | almost have raccoon eyes. l'm just disgusting. 


| have no idea where were Slash is. Then | start to feel a pang of worry. | manage to safely navigate myself out of the bathroom and out of my room. | start looking 


around the house for him. | finally find him passed out behind a sun lounger by the pool. 


And i just get angry. The so called birthday party last night was a disaster. Our new condo was inhabitable. Evidence of the debauchery was everywhere | fucking look. | 
bend down and check Slash closely. Tharkfully he wasn't dead, just as unconscious as a potted plant. | wonder how he got there with his body twisted in an unnatural 
position? Then | noticed his hands curled around his dope. | knew this was a recipe for disaster. No junkie maintains forever. Eventually they all go too far. Now Slash had all 


the power over how much he did. It wasn't gonna be good. 


| walk back inside and start the tedious task of waking up the sleeping bodies of people | don't know. Most of them are half dressed to completely naked | gag every five 
seconds at the smells that wafted from various corners of the house. Fucking disgusting. This was Slash's fault, it was his idea for the party. I'll deal with Slash when | get 


this house cleared. 


While I'm shoving people out, flashes of last night make an unwelcome appearance in my head. And it just makes me more pissed. Slash had thrown together this impromptu 
party 25th birthday. | went along with it. | just knew | was gonna regret it. 


There were some familiar familiar faces here and there. One was Izzy, curled into a tight little ball. | lightly kick his back, completely forgetting that Izzy was always 
packing. Given the life he had lived, it made him a light sleeper and a fast draw. | duck a bit out of reflex after | realize what I've done. But Izzy didn’t pull his gun on me. 
He just rolled onto his back and started digging for a cigarette in his clothes. | also see Erin asleep in a recliner. | lightly shake her foot. She woke up and weaved her way 
through bodies and over to Izzy. Then | found Steven under the kitchen table. He just opened his eyes when | said his name and smiled his big bright smile. 


Slowly people collected what they could find of their clothes and made their way out the door. | couldn't help help but notice how raggedy they all looked. But then | 
remember how | look Ragged. And | feel ragged. 


| go back to my bedroom to wake up the underage chicks. Guilt washes over me when a flash of fucking them both clouded my mind. | could vividly remember my dick 
being in the blonde while the brunette sat on my face. They had looked a lot older last right. But that's when | two bottles of vodka and an eightball of coke in Fuck 


Lastly, | wake up Slash. | bend down and shake him. Slash just moans and re-positions. | try again, this time saying his name. Slash's unbound curls raise up. | couldn't see his 
eyes but | knew he was looking at me. 
"Wake up!" | shout. 


Slash grabbed his head, "Not so loud babe." 


"Don't babe me and shit. Get up and clean this fucking mess you made." | say moodily . Where's my fucking vodka? | might have to kill somebody if they drank my shit. 

| return to my bedroom where the search for my vodka begins. It's not by the bed, just empty bottles and lines of coke. It's not under the bed. | check the closet and find 
a bottle of Smirnoff. | quickly uncap it and taking a huge chug. Then | bend the night stand and snort a fat line of coke. Now i feel less disgusting and less irritable. 

Slash staggered into the bathroom and shut the door. | could hear him locking it and he's never done that before. | wasn't stupid, | knew what Slash was doing in there. | 


take another drink and another line of coke. | almost feel human again. | know I'm being a hypocrite but fuck At least | have my shit under control. 


| light a cigarette and pace in front of the bathroom door while | hot box my cigarette. There is no shower running. Goddammit Slash.. Like | don't know what he's in there 
doing. Stupid fucking junkie shit. 


God how | hate heroin. It been like a ghost that haunts me everywhere | go. I've watched too many people die from that shit. However, | always convienently give no 
thought to all the people I've known that have died from cocaine. 
| think about making some breakfast, but I'm nowhere near hungry. | doubt Slash is either. | go back to the living room to find lzzy reclined back on the couch with Erin's 


head on his lap. They looked sweet actually. | knew Izzy had been having some issues with Axl, so | decided not to kick them out. 


"Rough night?" | asked him. 


Izzy gave me a lopsided smile, "| feel like a Mack truck ran me over, then reversed and ran me over again" 

Erin gently giggled. "I think the Mack truck just bumped me. l'm OK" 

| give them a cordial smile even though | wasnt feeling very cordial. | glance over to the kitchen and see Steven helping himself to a bowl of Lucky Charms. He could have 
asked first. Bit | swallow the rant | could go into with more vodka. Vodka cures everything right? I'm hoping so at least. 


Soon Slash is standing in the middle of the living room, looking bewildered at the mayhem and destruction of our home. "Fuck, " is all he can say while scratching his chin. He 


looks very nicely sedated now. 

| just roll my eyes and look over the damage again since the floor has no more bodies on it. It was a fucking disaster area There were so many spilled bottles that the 
scent of stale beer would rape my nostrils for a month. There were cigarette burns all over the carpet. My strangest observation is the spray string all over everything. 
| vaguely recollect it being sprayed all over me while the highly intoxicated crowd sang me happy Birthday. 

| looked back over at Izzy. Today was Axl's birthday. | wonder if Izzy remembered. He seemed happy enough at the moment with Erin 


"| guess we should go over and wish Axl a happy Birthday." | say with a sigh. 


Izzy pulls the cigarette from his mouth and drawls, "Man.. that's probably not a good idea. Not sure if Axl is around." 


| wondered why Axl wouldn't be around? | can't really remember if Axl was even at the party last night. | don't really remember seeing him. Guess Axl didn't make an 


appearance. 
| leave Slash to call housekeeping and get all this shit cleaned up. | go along and wander through the other rooms. They didn't seem to suffer any apparent damage. But | 
almost screamed when | went through the last room. Inside it's bathroom | found Axl curled up in fetal position, naked and blue from the cold porcelain 


"Axl, man?" | say crouching on the floor next to the tub, "Axl dude, you're freezing} I'll go get Izzy!" | start to get up but his voice stops me. 


"Nol" He croaked, "Please don't. | don't wanna see Izzy. | just don't. ." 


He started crying, leaving me baffled and scratching my neck | didn't know what to do. Izzy would kill me if anything happened to Axl. But right now | was honestly more 
afraid of Axis temper than Izzy's. 

| wrap a thick bath towel around Axis body. "Come on man, let's get you warmed up, ok?" 

| lead him into the bedroom and sit him on the bed | wrap the comforter around him as well. Maybe | should bring him something warm to drink 
"HI be right back OK? * | whispered and noticed Axl's vacant eyes. It made me shudder. 

| leave the room and go to the kitchen and make a quick job of brewing coffee. | just ignore Slash's inquisitive glares. 

"What are you doing?" Slash asked 

"What does it looks like Pm doing?" | barked as | passed him with the steaming cup of coffee. 

"What's with the fucking attitude? * Slash asked me with his hands on his hips. 

Just then Izzy picks up Erin's hand. "I think it's time for us to split. Steve, are you coming?" He asked. 

"You stay right were you are, all of youl" | point my finger and shout 


They all looked at me, then at each other. But they didn't fucking move. They stayed right where they were. | go back into the bedroom where | left Axl. He was sitting on 
the bed, rocking his body back and forth. | hand him the cup and can't help but notice tears in his eyes 


"Axl man, what's wrong?" | asked, sitting by his side on the bed. | gently rub his back 
"| saw them" He finally utters as the tears fell freely from his eyes. 

"Saw who, Axl?" | asked For some reason it made my gut feel like it might threaten to burst out of his mouth. That foreboding feeling was back 

"William told me not to come, he told me not to trust him, but | pushed him aside," Axl mumbled and | didn't have a clue what the fuck he was talking about 
"Axl, dude, you're freaking me out. What are you taking about? Who's William?" | shrug, 

"William is sorta like one of my caretakers. He lives," Axl pointed to his head, "in here 


One of his caretakers? That lives in his head? What the fuck was he talking about? | don't know how to handle this. "Axl man, I'm going to get Izzy." | said, getting up from 
the bed. 


Axl quickly grabs me by the wrist and looks up at me. His eyes are full of pain and fear. "| saw Izzy and Slash, Duff. | saw them shooting up, | saw them." He pauses and 
starts sobbing in his hands. 


My brows furrows. He saw lzzy and Slash? Saw them shooting up and what? Why was he crying like this? | don't know if | want to know. But | ask anyway. "What? What did 


you see?" 
"I saw them kissing. | heard them fucking saying how much they missed each other." And his gaze is straight and honest. He wasn't lying to me. 


| stand there by the bed in shock "What the fuck are you saying?" 


"Just get me out of here, Duff. Please get me out!" 


His eyes looked so desperate. So | scooped Axl up, in my arms and stormed out of the room. 


Izzy jumped up from the couch when when he saw me walk through the living room to the front door carrying Axl. | just glare at him, then at Slash. 

"You'll fucking pay for this. All you fucking bastards." | growled and did my best to contain my own tears. “But first | need to get Axl away from you, mother fuckers." | 
pause at the door and turn to stare at Izzy. "| have no fucking words for you." Then | look at Erin. "You, aren't you his girlfriend? Bout time you fucking behave like one. 
Get up, you're coming with us." 

She gave a lost look to Izzy, but it was to no use. He wasn't paying her any attention. He had his face buried in his hands. That son of a bitch knows this is his fault. 


My blood boiled as | turned to look at Slash. "And you. Il deal with you when | get back. And believe me, I'll be back" 


| carry Axl downstairs and open the back door. | motion with my head for Erin to get in She does and | settle Axl in her arms in the back seat. | ask for the keys, which 
Erin gives me and get behind the wheel. | didn't know what the fuck to do. 


"Fucking shit!" | scream and bash my hands on the wheel. | take a deep breath and crank it. A plan began forming in my head. | pull out in the street and start driving. 


Axl sits up suddenly. "Hello, Im William, | don't think we are aquainted" He purred at me and | could see a sinister smile in the rearview. He traces my ear softly with his 


finger tip. | just looked at him in the mirror and smiled back. Maybe playing along would be best until | can get him to help. 
"Hello William, nice to meet you. I'm Michael, Duff's caretaker,” | shrug and keep driving. 


"Mmmm, the things | could do to you Michael." 


| blush a litle and light a cigarette and put the radio on. The Stones song Symphaty For the Devil blasts from the speakers. 


"Pleased to meet you." | thought. Fuck, what was | gonna do? 


Reboot 


Reboot 
Slash 


The second Duff stormed out the door anxiety started washing over me. Duff was fucking pissed. More pissed than | think I've ever seen him. But | didn't have a clue why. 
Had something happened last right that | was forgetting? Had | said something or done something to Duff? What the hell was going on? Duff was rarely ever that mad. 
Something had to have set him off, but what? 

"What the fuck did | do?" | pondered softly with a shrug. 

| looked at Izzy on the couch for answers. However, his face was buried in his hands and he wasn't moving. What the fuck is wrong with Izzy? Was he.. crying? Then a few 
flashes came to me from last night. Izzy's smile, his gentle whispers, and his lips. | drew in a fast sharp breath. No. No not again. No. | didnt do anything with Izzy. Id 
remember something like that. But how upset Izzy seems kinda makes me wonder. But | wasn't sure, things were very fuzzy. | needed to ask Izzy to be sure. 

"Izzy?" | say slowly and hesitate to gather my thoughts. 

Izzy looks up at me with a red face and wet, bloodshot eyes. He was definitely crying. He drew in a long slow broken breath trying to contain his tears. 


"lzzy.. what the fuck is going on?" | finally ask. 


Izzy just creased his brows, "Don't you remember?" The way he looked at me seemed almost exasperated. Like he honestly couldn't believe that | was asking him this. What 


gives? 
"|. | dunno... | think but.. Did we?..We did this didn't we?" | slightly shake my head and hope that isn't it. 


"Yeah, this is our fault," he nodded, and | see tears filling his eyes again "Our fault becouse we keep fucking around with each other. Axl must have seen and heard us. And 
then he told Duff. Fuck! Do | need to draw you goddamn pictures!?" 


Ive never heard Izzy yell at me before. Even Izzy seems pissed at me. Did | do something else that | don't remember to piss him off too? What the fuck is going on 
around here? What did | do with Izzy? 


| was then distracted by the chair in the kitchen that Steven is at sliding out from the table. "lm just gonna take my breakfast and go, " he said picking up his bowl of 
cereal in his arm. Nobody but me even looks his direction He walked to the door and quietly excused himself with our bowl and spoon What the fuck? Now we didn't have a 
full set. 


Without a word, lzzy gets up and bolts for the door. I'm really not surprised, Izzy had made a talent out of running away when shit got too heavy. Guess | was just gonna 


have to be all alone all while | nervously wait on Duff. 


It turned out to be too short of a wait. Like to short to even be classified as a wait. When | looked back up, | could see Izzy re-entering the the front door backwards. | 
couldn't really see his face, but | could see what he was looking at. Duff. He was already back Shit that was fast. He was pointing his finger, telling Izzy to get back inside 
without saying a single word. He didn’t really look that pissed, but his eyebrows were set in a serious flat plane. It was clear to see he meant business and was just daring 


Izzy to cross him. 

Duff shut the door, tossed his keys aside, picked up a bottle of vodka, and plopped down in a recliner, motioning for me to sit down on the couch. He snapped his fingers at 
Izzy and pointed a stern finger for him to sit next to me. Which Izzy did quite reluctantly. | glanc at him before looking at Duff. | couldn't help but notice the purposeful 
detached way in which Duff looked at us both. Duff pulled out a cigarette, squinting one eye, cupped his hand around it's end, and lit it. He leaned back and crossed his ankle 
over his knee, drawing slowly from his cigarette, just looking back and forth over us. It was making me feel very intimidated. Finally he exhales with a sigh. 


"Tell me something Izzy,” he began calmly, "exactly how long were you gonna go without telling us about Axl?" 


What was Duff was talking about now? Had | missed some other vital clue of the evening? What has Izzy not told us about Axl? Was something really bad wrong with him? 


| look to Izzy for an answer too. 

"| was trying to handle it," Izzy said quietly with a shrug as his eyes fall to the carpet. 

"Trying to handle it?" Duff nods and drags from his cigarette again. “Trying to handle someone who has completely split into different personalities? There's people with a 
wall full of degrees that cant handle that shit” He exhales smoke. "Tell me why it is that you think you, a cheating junkie, are qualified enough to handle something like 
that?" But Duff's tone stayed even and flat. It never faltered once from the same deadpanned tone. Still, his voice was taking every stab at Izzy as he could. 


Izzy looked up at him and | didn't have to see his face to feel his anger. Izzy can't handle being called a junkie. "Because | know Axl, ok? " Izzy huffed 


"Really? Can you tell me how many of him there are?" Duff asked, "you know, in his head?" He raised his eyebrows in anticipation Izzy just stared at him. "Just curious, 


just give me a ballpark number," Duff insists. 
"Two," Izzy said softly as he looks down again with a sigh. 
"Beep!" Duff shakes his head, "wrong number, try again" 


What are they talking about?! How many Axis are in Axl's head? l'm am still asleep and having some crazy dream? How did this turn into something about Axl? | thought it 
was about me and Izzy? But | just keep my mouth shut. 


"What the fuck are you talking about? | oughta fucking know." Izzy snapped, starting to sound quite defensive. Apparently he and Duff were on the same page without me. 
"Well, let's see, there's Axl, of course," Duff says starting to count on his fingers, "five year old Billy, our new front man from a few nights ago, W, and the very charming 
William who | just met." Duff smirked, "A very, very friendly character, William is." Izzy just looked as confused as | was. "Anyhow, what in your completely fried brain 
made you think that kissing Slash and telling him how much you missed him would be therapeutic to the person you swear you would die for?" Thats what this was 


about?! Holy shit! Duff raised an eyebrow just waiting for Izzy's response. Then waving his wrist trying to coax an answer. 


| couldn't stop my jaw from dropping. | looked at Izzy. | was waiting for him to freak out or something. But wouldn't you know it, the guy who always had the answers was 
suddenly tongue tied. 


"Well?" Duff shouted and banged his fists on the arm of the chair, making both of us jump in our seats. "tm fucking waiting!" 
"Ive got no answers for you" Izzy said, challengingly. 

Duff looked at me. "You?! You got anything to say?!" He bellowed. 

| was so confused | didn't know what to say. But | knew | better day something. "Babe, | don't know what happened, |." | stammered. 
"Shut the fuck up" Duff sat back in the chair. “Just shut the fuck up and get out of my house" 

What did he just say to me? "What?" | thought | had surely misheard him. Surely Duff wasn't actually throwing me out. 

"| said, shut the fuck up and get the fuck out of my house" He repeated between gritted teeth. 


| sat there, too stunned to move. No. This couldn't be happening. | loved Duff so much. And he loved me. He called me his fiance. Why would Duff throw me out like this? He 
never has before. It's not like | fucked Izzy. 


"Out!" Duff shout. 


| stood up and felt my heart fall and shatter into unsalvagable pieces on the floor. | started moving slowly for the stairs, tears running down my face. Why? Why couldn't 
Izzy and | just have stay away from each other? Why did we have to hurt Duff like that? 


| couldn't make it upstairs. | just sat down on the steps, the same steps that Duff and | had made love on We were so happy. | don't understand what happened. | can't 
remember what | did last night. 


But through my tears | could hear Duff's low voice drawling at Izzy. "You. You motherfucker, " Duff said, "I trusted you. God knows why | trusted you. God knows why Axl 
trusted you. Why? Why Izzy?" 


"HI tell you why", Izzy said, raising his voice, "lve been with Axl for years. Years, you hear me?! Not once could | protect him from anything, anyone, least of all himself. 
And there comes Slash. Sweet eyed and sweet lipped and innocent. It was like starting from new! Because | could protect him, and it made me feel good, like | wasn't just 
some piece of shit junkie!" 

"You've got no shame", Duff said, "Axl doesn't need your protection, he needs to be protected from youl" 

"So now you're gonna tell me what's best for Axl?" | could hear lzzy getting up. 

"Damn right | will. Stay. Away. From. Axl. " Duff sounded so mean So cold and uncaring. | honestly had no clue who he was. 

"You gotta be kidding me! You can't tell me what to dol" Izzy shouted. 


"I can and | willl Stay away from him! You're driving him insane!" Duff shouted. 


Slash heard Duffs muffled steps to the front door. "Get the fuck out of my place. "| heard the door open. | guess Izzy leaves quietly because the door shuts with a bang 
and suddenly Duff was facing me on the stairs. 


"You. You fuck boy. " He said, face twisted, "I'm meeting Alan, there's a lot to organize. When | get back, | want all your shit, snakes and all, out of my place." He turned his 
back then briefly looked up. "Alan or Doug will contact you with the band's business." 


No. No this can't be reall This can't be happening to me. "Duff, Im sorry! 
Duff put his hand up with a disgusted look, "We're done" 

He left, and | couldnt even ery. | know | bought all of this heartbreak on myself by myself. Well, not completely by myself | guess. 

| cry my eyes out as I fill my car with as much as | possibly could carry. | cried the entire drive back to my place. God what have | done? How was | gonna fix this? 


When | parked my car in the drive way | hoped | would see Izzy there sitting on my door steps. Just as torn up as me, eyes red from crying, breath erratic. But hes not 
there. All | found was an empty, cold house. 


| get out of my car. Fuck all my shit sticking out of the T tops. Right now | don't care if it does get stolen | go inside and shut the door softly, wishing | could shut the 
world out behind it. 


Gone To Hell 


Gone To He'll 


Steven 


| raised my eyes and looked at the clock on the wall, calculating the hours it had been since my last fix. Math has never been one of my stronger subjects. Sometimes | 


wished | had finished high school and gone to college because right now I'm stuck at some stupid band meeting I'd rather not be at. 


Seems as though it was time to start another leg of our Appetite for Destruction tour. Plus they wanted to discuss the next single and video. Looks like it was gonna be 
Paradise City. All of this is shit somebody could have told me over the damn phore. 


| honestly didn't care about any of it. | just wanted to get the hell out of this extremely uncomfortable situation. So much has happened lately with everybody that | didn't 
really know what to do except stay out of the line of fire. But that was easier said than done. 


| looked at Slash next to me. His head was hung and he was nodding out from the fix he had just before we left his place. He didn't want to be here anymore than | did. The 
Wasn't ready to face Duff. | knew seeing Duff again had to be very hard on Slash. Especially after Slash tried to apologize, only to have Duff look him right in the eye and 
say, ‘go fuck yourself '. There's just one way to kill a pain like that. Smack, right? So | can't really blame him for that. But man is he a mess right now. And that's pretty 


bad coming from me. 


| couldn't help but notice how much Duff has changed recently. It was like he was a completely different person He was much more hands on with band matters. Sorta, 
running the ship, it would seem. | don't really understand why Axl or Izzy aren't doing it as they always have? It was certainly a change for Duff to suddenly be doing it. 


Plus he's finally left Slash, something | never in a million years thought | would see. 


But that wasn't the only surprise I've gotten in the last couple months. Izzy had holed himself up at my place and sweated and puked the junk out his system. It was so 
fucking awful. He would belt out in pain every few minutes. He'd writhe in bed and beg me to help him. Then he would turn on me. Sometimes he would cry like a child for 


Axl. 


| tried calling Axl but his number was disconnected. | couldn't leave Izzy to go hunt him. So Axl wasn't there, he never came when Izzy beggied for him. | tried my best to 


provide whatever comfort | could, but admittedly, it probably wasn't enough. | mean, lve got a 300 dollar a day habit. l'm sure l'm lacking in all areas because of it. 


Izzy somehow managed to pull through, but | knew how badly he still wanted Axl. He more than wanted him, fuck he needed him. Axl's the only one who has gone through 
this kind of shit with him. Axl's the only one who knew how to truly make lzzy better. 


So Izzy had gotten clean. | assume it was to win Axl back, what other reason would Izzy have? But Axl had apparently been keeping to himself. Erin has been with him since 
the morning of his birthday. She acted as his errand girl more than his girlfriend According to Duff, Axl has a split personality problem. Given everything that he's been 
through, l'm surprised it didn't happen sooner. Where is Axl today? He's not here. 

Apparently Izzy wondered too because he was in Duff's face about it the second he stormed in the door. Izzy had been harassing Duff on a regular basis lately as to Axl's 
whereabouts. Duff has been completely unrelenting. He doesn't tell anyone at all, none of us. We're all in the dark about what is going on with our band mates, our fucking 
brother. But | don't say anything. 

"Where the fuck is he?!" Izzy shouted at Duff marching over to him. 


Duff just rolls his eyes, knowing he had to deal with Izzy's drama yet again “Obviously he's not here," Duff says dismissively, smoking a cigarette. His eyes sorta look down 


his nose at Izzy and that's not just a metaphor. He was looking at Izzy like he was a piece of shit on an otherwise stainless rug. 


"I know you know where the fuck he is! Tell me! This shit has gone on long enough!" Izzy's more frazzled than the time when Nikki had kidnapped Axl. | don't understand why 
Duff is keeping everything a secret. We all have a right to know where Axl is and if he's ok or not. 


"Yes it has," Duff nodded, "which is precisely why l'm not gonna tell you where he is," he then gave Izzy a smug smile. He was enjoying watching Izzy suffer. Gathering Izzy 
is the reason he's no longer with Slash, | kinda don't blame him for enjoying it just a litte. 


But this is something important enough to Izzy that he's not going to back down. Sober Izzy was not the same lzzy I've always known Sober Izzy is very serious and very 


focused. He was..angrier. "Fuck you Duff! How would you like it if one of us were trying to keep you away from Slash?!" Izzy shouted at him. 
"Um... Thankful,” Duff shrugged, rolling his eyes. Maybe Izzy could have found a better comparison. 


Ouch. That must have hit Slash right in the gut. He got up from where he was fiddling with his guitar and went to the back, saying something about needing a drink | hope 
that ‘drink’ isn't actually code for shooting up. He really doesn't need anymore. 


"This is such bullshit!" Izzy shouted. | can tell that he's just about at his wits end. I'm hoping this doesn't turn into a huge fight cuz | honestly don't know which side to be 
on. | lived them all equally. 


"| agree," Duff dryly said as he started thumbing through some paperwork. 


Izzy then grabbed Duff by his shirt and Duff dropped the pages. Izzy looked at him with dark demented eyes. He looked so much more viscous sober. "Where. The. Fuck Is. 
Axle" 


Duff quickly shoved Izzy off him, before the rest of us, Alan included, could intervene. His eyes threw daggers at Izzy and Izzy's threw them right back again Neither one 
of them looked willing to let this go. | looked back and forth between them wondering if one of them was gonna start throwing punches? Or pull a gun? The tension was 
mounting by the second. 

God how | wished | could disappear into thin air! Or at least hide behind some indestructible object. Forces of nature are about to sweep through this room and destroyed 
everything that is destructable. Then I'd end up having money taken from my check to help pay for everything. Godamnit, like beam me up Scotty, engage shields, 
something! 


Im not as dumb as | pretended to be. Not by a long shot. It was just easier on me if they think I'm dumb. They were the dumb ones. Fucking a band mate for fun? All 


right with me. You know, shit like Spanish Flies happens. Falling in love? Dumb. | haven't see one good thing come from loving someone yet. 


And now these nuts were about to come to blows in front of me and | fucking hate it. Why couldn't everyone just get along? Or why couldn't they fix their personal shit in 
private? Better yet, why couldn't they just be professional about things? This band is supposed to be run like a business, right? 


| slip out of the room undetected and go to the kitchen. | mix myself a stout vodka cranberry. | look at the space between the refrigerator and cabinets. | decide it's best 


to just hovered there until this is all over. As far as l'm concerned at this point, they could kill each other. 


| always knew Axl was a nut case. Stevie Wonder couldn't miss that. Izzy was the only one who could ever pretend nothing was wrong with his precious red head. Axl should 


have sought help a long long time ago. 


| see Izzy storm through the door but he doesn't see me. | listened to him punching the fridge in frustration. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck this shit!" He shout, giving a few more kicks 


for good measure. | paralyze and cease breathing. Fuck. Please don't let him see me. 


"Izzy, calm down, will you? " Slash walked into the kitchen. Apparently he doesn't notice me either. Izzy's feelings for Slash seemed to have waned in the last few months. 


Izzy avoids him as much as possible. Again, probably only for Axl's benefit. 


"Calm down? What the fuck is wrong with you man? Nobody will tell me where Axl is!" Right then llonged for the good old days when Izzy stayed too loaded to yell. Sober 


Izzy showed too much pain and rage. It's like he lost all his laid back cool. 


"Maybe it's for the best, you know?" Slash had that hushed, puppy voice he put on when he wanted something. | mean, | should know, we've known each other since we 


were kids for fucks sake. But then, so had Axl and Izzy, and as more than just friends. 
"The best? The best for who?" Izzy makes it sound completely preposterous. 


"I have something that might calm you down. | can share it with you." Slash said, his voice husky. | couldn't believe he was trying to coax Izzy into more than just a mere 


fix. Do | even know who Slash is now? 
“Sorry but I'm clean" Izzy's voice was as cold as ice. | could hear the shortness of his reply. He didn't want to be talking to Slash. 
"Clean?" Yeah, | understood Slash's confusion. That was my response at first when Izzy told me. 


"Yes. I'm clean So go offer your dope and your doey eyes to somebody else, cuz l'm not interested Not anymore." From the sound of it lzzy didn't give a shit if he hurt 
Slash's feelings or not. Maybe Izzy really was through with him. 


"Izzy what's wrong? You've never talked to me like this before!" Slash said like a scolded wet dog. 


"See Slash? That's the problem. If | did, then maybe all this mess would have been avoidable. Grow up Slash, you're not a baby anymore." He sighs and | can hear him 


walking away. 


| very quietly gulped my drink without a sound, listening to Slash's soft whimpers. Though | had to admit it, Izzy was right. Too bad Izzy couldn't have figured that out a 


long time ago. Too bad Axl wasn't around to see the new Izzy. 


eK 
When we finally got around to practicing, Duff had to shout at the mic to try to reach Axl's high notes, and by the end of it, everyone were at their wits end. Izzy wasn't 
up to the task either. He just sang enough for us to keep place with. 


And as much as | detest Axl sometimes, | had to admit that without his voice, we're all fucked. | can only hope he sorts out his personality issues sooner rather than 


later. 


We were imploding. The friendships were changing. Relationships were changing. And everything was going to hell. | only hope we can save the band before it's too late. 


The Talented Mr. Rose 


Author's Notes: 
| really hope you guys get what l'm doing 


The Talented Mr. Rose 
Axl 


Most days | don't even know who | am anymore. Was | Billy? The scared boy nobody loved? | close my eyes. Izzy loved Billy once, he loved Billy so fucking much. Billy had 
loved Izzy too, he was his hero and always would be. And Billy thought | was worth loving for the first and only time in my wretched life. But Billy had no place in my life 
anymore. Yet there he was, crying in the mirror, begging for love. No, Billy had to go, the best, purest part of me had to go. 


It exposed my bleeding heart to W. But W hated vulnerability. W hated Izzy. W wanted control, only that. And power, total fucking power. W had no heart, he had to go too. 


Then William would appear sometimes. Sex and booze and drugs, all the perversion capable is what materialized when William came out to play. Erin tried to keep up with 


William but she couldn't, he was too primal and animalistic. Rough with her even. He had t fucking go too. 


And that only left me with Axl. A man too broken to take control of his own life. A man that was seeing his dreams destroyed by his own unstable mind A man that could 
see the hurt and fear in Erin's eyes. | knew she longed for Izzy. A part of me did too. 


"Izzy," | whispered his name. Izzy, and lzzy and Izzy. 


| don't understand how Izzy became the enemy. How did the person | loved so completely break my heart again and again. Izzy knew how vulnerable | was. He knew about 


Billy and W. How could he do this to me? Especially now? 


| feel so much anger towards Slash. | regret the day we ever met him. Yet his guitar playing went straight into my soul. How could somebody so beautiful, capable of such 


a touching way of making music be so selfish? But he was't any more selfish than Izzy. 


Izzy. Izzy. lzzy. Love of my life, fire of my loins. My sweet dark angel. Where did he go? He promised to never leave me, but he did something worse, he stayed when he 
really wanted to run straight to Slash. | wish he would have never came looking for me when Nikki had me. | wish he would have let the heroin Nikki put in me course just 


a while longer through my veins so | couldn't have been saved. 


Though it did happen and now everything was completely fucked sideways. A part of me wanted so much to just be able to hate Izzy. Yet a bigger part of me hated myself 
because | coudn't. How could y ever forget the way Izzy used to make me feel? At one time Izzy was his perfect in every way and he had saved me from a life of pain in 


Indiana. Yet my love for lazy was now my biggest hurt, my most unbearable biggest pain. 


| wanted to blame heroin Heroin had stolen the bright white light that | used to see above Izzy's head. Heroin changed Izzy so much that | resorted on relying heavily on 
memories of the past just to know who this stranger even was. He wasn't my sweet dark Angel anymore. | wanted to hope and! wanted to believe that if heroin was out 


of the picture then my dark angel could come home again 


Izzy. Izzy. lzzy. | missed him so much. | needed him and wanted him so desperately. His face, his eyes, his mouth, his hand on my hand. Hand in hand. Forever. But what was 


forever? A long time, that what forever was. And without Izzy, God, how could | live forever without Izzy? 


Just come home, Izzy. Come home to me. Make everything disappear except the two of us. | just wanted it to be like it used to be. | just want him to come home and be 
my everything again. And for me to be his. 


But what was left for him to come home to? A broken relationship with a broken person? Four different personalities, one of which hated him? A poor, confused girl 
wrapped up in the middle of it all? That would be like telling someone to board a sinking ship. Who would want to subject themselves to that? | stupid to even expect it. No, 
this was the end of it. Twelve years just suddenly gone in the blink of an eye. 


Maybe God was doing this to me. Doing it because it was wrong to lay with another man. Or maybe karma had finally caught up to my for all the bad shit I've done. 
Maybe | was just cursed since nothing has ever been smooth or easy in my life. That is, nothing except falling in love with Izzy. To date, that was the only effortless thing 


| could recall. And its gone now. 
A tear fell from my eye. | was supposed to be resting, supposed to be trying to aliviate the stress in my life. | needed to be preparing to go back out on tour. But how 
could | do any of that? | couldn't fucking concentrate. | couldn't sleep. When | did | just had haunting dreams about Izzy. | couldn't even stay the same person for a whole 


day. What was there left of me for Izzy to even love? For anybody to love? No, | didn't blame Izzy for not loving me anymore. 


From time to time W clawed his way to the surface of my consciousness. It would be so easy to forget Izzy if | were W all of the time. W has nothing but contempt for 


Izzy, he could see quite clearly how Izzy was more of an enemy than anything. He would be fine with kicking Izzy to the curb and never look back again 


But then | would hear Billy in my ears, sobbing and begging for Izzy to keep him safe. To Billy, Izzy was still his hero. His eyes looked at Izzy with all of a child's innocence. 


Izzy could do no wrong in Billy's eyes. But W was a different story. W wanted to erradicate Izzy from my soul. 


William was only interested in sex. Sex with Izzy was his ultimate goal. | actually understood that. Izzy was probably the best anyone has ever had. Lord knows plenty have 
had it. | cry at the thought of never having him again for myself. 


| wished the world would just stop spinning for five seconds so | could think clearly. Nothing made sense. Nothing felt right. | was just so tired. Why couldn't life just be 
easier? Why couldn't loving someone be easier? Why wasn't forgetting and moving on something that was as easy as breathing? It just wasn't fair to be doomed to love a 


person forever, flaws and all. Yes, | wished | could find it in myself to hate Izzy. Life would be so much more simple that way. 


Even more so, | wished | didn't have to do anything at all. Just crawl up under the covers and stay there for all eternity. To have nothing matter anymore. No decisions. No 


more pain. Was there such a place? If so, how do | get there? Would anyone from this world even miss me? Would Izzy feel like | did right now? 


| look down at the pills in my hand. A few, just a few to take the pain away. Just enough to drift off to sleep and not dream. | grab a bottle and take a drink Then take 
another pill. | sent Erin shopping for nice things for herself. God only knows she needed some sort of distraction Some time away from me. Sometimes life was just easier 


with no one to care for or for you. 


"Failure. Axl you're a failure. You drove the man you loved away. You treat this poor, damaged girl as your personal doormat. Your band mates hate you. Nobody will miss 


you. People will forget about your music. Your lyrics don't matter. Just fucking end it now! Everyone would be better off without you." 


| dont even know who was whispering those words in my ears. Maybe it was W. Maybe William. | just wanted them to shut the fuck up. | wanted to stop hearing Billy cry. | 
wanted to stop aching for Izzy. So | took all the pills | had. Now | could rest, | could float, just fly away, no more pain 


And | did. Izzy's face grew dinner and dimmer. W stopped whispering. Billy stopped crying. Darkness started to consume me. Relevance was becoming lost. | was fading fast. 
| could just barely hear Erin's screams from far away, and then nothing. That is until | think a hand slapped my face. "Darlin, plase wake up!" Izzy? My sweetest 
everything? Was he telling me to try and stay awake? But why would he be here to do that? He doesn’t even know where | am. Why should | live a life like this? No, | 


batted the hand away. "Go away!" | tried to scream, but nothing would come out. Then there was nothing. No sound, no sense of touch. Just a warm blanket of silence. 


PK 
| woke up in a room. Not one of the padded ones | thought | deserved to be in. This was a nice room, with blue paited walls and flowers on the windowsil. It was charming 


and cozy, like a carefully put together home. But it wasn't my home. It wasn't anyone's home. Is this heaven? 
"God morning, Mr Rose, I'm glad you're finally awake" A young man, dressed in a blue suit with a white smock spoke softly to me, jotting shit down on a clipboard. 


"Where am |? Am | dead?" | asked, voice croaking. My eyes strained to see clearly. Where the fuck were my contacts? But wait a minute. This wasn't right, | was supposed 


to be dead. Dead and buried. Dead people don't need glasses. 
"No Mr. Rose, you're not, although, for a moment, we thought we might lose you." The man opened a file, "tm Doctor Robertson, your assigned psyquiatrist. How are you 
feeling?" His serious eyes fell on me. | just wanted to throw the man out. Oh if only | had the strenght to do it. | didn't feel like getting in his Ivy League prick of a 


conversation 


"Not as bad as | wished for." | said, swallowing tears. The realization that | survived was sinking in Now everybody would hate me even more for not dying. If that wasn't 


the case somebody would be here holding my hand. But | was all alone with Mr. Doctor Know It All. 


"Tell me Mr. Rose. Tell me everything. | promise you, that whatever it is, we'll work togheter to sort it. You are such a talented man, Mr. Rose, and I'd like it for it to keep 
that way." His voice was as soft and soothing as the handfull of pills | had taken. How ironic was that? 


| looked at the man with confusion "Why do you want to help me? You don't know me, or rather, you don't know us." | didn't want to indulge in the get to know each other 


game. It wasn't like we were going to discuss sports over a beer. He doesn't really give a shit about me. He's just here to make money off my suffering. 


"Oh, | already met the others. | met Billy first, then W, William briefly. But I'm most interested in you." His eyes showed professinal concern. Like | said , it was strictly 


bussiness for him. For me, it was my godamn life. 


"Don't bother. lm not worth making acquaintance." | felt that to be true, why else had | woken up alone? Why wasn't it all over? It was supposed to be over. Why did | live? 


Who do | blame for saving me? 
"There's a nice young man outside that thinks you're worth saving. And the young lady that brought you here, thinks so too." 


My heart picked up speed. Someone was here with me after all? A young man? "Which young man?" | ask. Was it possible that Izzy was outside? Had he been here 


worrying about me the entire time? 
"Um, tall, blonde and very pissed off with the world in general?" 


Tall and blonde certainly wasn't Izzy. "Duff?" | say feeling heartbroken all over again. 


"| think that could be right" The doctor nodded. 
| almost smiled. Duff had been my safe heaven since that fucked up party. It didn't really surprise me he was there, because honestly, why would Izzy be? He probably 
doesn't even know I'm here. He was more than likely wrapped around Slash, both loaded to the gills on heroin. Blissfully unaware of how much | don't want to live without 


him. 


But alas here | am. God must still want me here for a reason. Maybe | should find out what that reason is. "What do you want to know?" | asked, defeated. My plan hadn't 


worked. | could always try again another time, if need be. So for now | will play along so | can get the fuck out of here. 
"Everything. from the beggining." 


So | did. | told him about the abuse. | told him about Indiana | told him about Izzy. About the rapes. All the betrayals. About Nikki. Every tear. Every joy. Every heartache. 
Everything. 


And with the therapy, came the lithium, and with the lithium, silence. 

EE 

After | was deemed fit enough to travel, | boarded a private jet with Erin and Alan to Mexico. There | would continue to convalesce, and get preppared for a surgery to 
remove the scars on my chest. The ones on my legs don't bother me much. They were covered in hair anyway. But my shrink was adamant that | havebthe one on my 
chest removed. His logic was that that was one of the steps for my recovery. As if erasing a name from my chest would magically erase the facts from my mind. Still, it 


would be nice to have my body back at last. To no longer have Nikki as part of every single day that passed, allowing me to learn to forget. 


Duff came to see me a few days after the scar was removed. He hugged me with eyes full of tears. | melted in the embrace, even if | didn't quite understand Duffs tears. 


It felt good that someone seemed to care about me still. | was recovering, everything would be just fine, right? 


| unwrapped the bandages from my chest and looked at the mirror for the first time in six weeks. | was afraid that one of the voices would come to taunt me in the 


mirror because they had for so lorg. But all | saw was my own reflection Just Axl. | touch my smooth chest with a smile. Nikki was completely gone. 
"You look beautiful" Duff said with a smile. 

"Thanks Duff," | say still amazed at my chest. 

"For what, Axl?" He asks me cocking his head. 

"For saving me from myself" 


| truly meant that. Nobody had succeded in helping me before. Not Izzy. Not Erin But Duff somehow new what he needed and was there to provide it. Slash was such a 
fool for throwing away what he had with Duff. | almost pitied him. 


Duff only smiled and nodded. 
The voices in my head were gone. | was Axl again, only Axl. Time to fill the gaps my absence created. Time to take control of my life again 
"Ready to face the world? Erin has all your stuff packed," Duff says. 


| wasn't ready, not by a long shot. But what choice did | have? | had survived, and life itself should at least be worth fighting for. Right? 


| sat all alone in my barely furrished apartment drinking gin Everything is so fucking quiet that | can hear my watch ticking on my wrist. My TV is muted but the picture 
on MTV was taunting me with regularly rotating pictures of my Fireball. | wanted to smash my fist right through it, but | know this god-damned TV is my only link to Axl 


right now. 


My precious Fireball. | blink away a tear from my eye. | was far beyond the realm of being hurt. I'm beyond hurt now. Now I'm just numb. | couldn't recall ever feeling this 


numb without some sort of chemical assistance. | was just completely hollow and empty. There was this huge hole in my cheat where once was my fireball's beautiful face. 


| got the news about Axl's Valium overdose from Alan. rushed to the hospital but security wouldn't let me be inside with him. | begged with tears in my eyes and they 
just treated me like some strange stalker or something. For two whole weeks | camped out in that waiting room. | couldn't even get anyone to tell me if he was alright: | 
just wanted to hold Axis hand and be the first thing he saw when he woke up. But no one would fucking let me. | couldn't even get to where Duff Erin we're waiting. The 
more | tried the more they threatened to call the cops on me. | knew | had to stop making a fuss before the hospital wouldn't let me be there at all. 


I'd been trying for six weeks now to get to Axl. | fucking tried everything in my power. | made phone calls. | found out that apparently Duff and Erin we're the only ones 
with axcess to Axl. So | harassed management and Duff. But no one would tell me where the fuck Axl was, not even Erin All she would say was that she couldnt tell me. 


Apparently Duff was running the show. He had moved Axl and Erin on a spur of the moment. And he fucking wouldn't tell me where. 


| haven't felt this alone in my life. Axl's locked up in some nuthouse with his mind all frazzled And it's my fucking fault. | had to fix this. | have to get him back. Axl needed 


me and | needed him too. l'm sober now. That's what he's wanted for so long. | know if he could just see that.. 


But then, | didn't even know if Axl wanted to see me. Maybe it was him who told them to keep me away all this time. Maybe Axl was as done with me as Duff was with 
Slash. Maybe it was over and l'm just the last one to know. Maybe | can't fix any of this. But how could | carry on without him? | promised Axl almost 13 years ago that | 


would never leave him. 
But that was then. 


Fuck! | can only imagine the shit people must be putting in Axl's head about me. They probably let Axl think that Im with Slash. Im sure thats exactly what he's thinking 
since Duff left Slash and he's all left me. Or they might tell him that | didn't care, but nothing could be farther from the truth. I've tried every way | know how to find 


him. 


| still love Axl as much as the first time | ever told him. Why had | taken that love for granted? Why did Slash have to be around every corner to tempt me? Why did he 
have to remind me so much of Billy? The thoughts of all the times | had stolen kisses with Slash now turn my stomach and leave a bad taste in my mouth. | was such a 
fool. It wasn't Slash | wanted. Axl is the only person | want. That same kid who used to come in through my bedroom window. The same one | used to lay under the stars 


with and kiss all night long. It was Axl | wanted, and deep down it always had been 


Was it too late? Could U still turn it all around? Could Axl ever forgive me? | know he can if he sees how hard I'm trying. Did he still love me, even just a little bit? Had Axl 
even asked for me in the hospital? Didn't he know how much | loved him? And how hard | tried to get to him? | tried, | honestly did. 


But now | was alone, and | had all the time in the world to spare to think about all the mistakes I've made. And God had | royaly fucked everything up. | don't know what | 
was thinking at that party that night. Axl's personality had mostly been W and he wanted nothing to do with me. | didn't even know Axl had showed up at the party until 
Duff was carrying him out. 


| looked at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. | had put on a few pounds since kicking up the smack My eyes look so swollen and bloodshot. Im definitely nothing for Axl 
to be proud of. | needed to clean myself up. 


So | shaved the stubble off my face and showered. But | discovered when | got out that | had no clean clothes to wear. Everything | own looks like it belonged to a hobo. | 
never had really done much shopping when the checks started rolling in. Well that was about to change. 


| went out shopping, the boring task of getting myself a whole new wardrobe and trying to look presentable for Axl. | knew that, sooner or later Axl would have to come 
back. The band had too many commitments for him not to. And | knew that one thing that Axl loved more than anything was the band. He had fought too hard and we 


we're finally where we always wanted to be. No way would he walk away. 


| have written a few songs too. Mainly in the hopes that | could show them to Axl. | just wanted to write with him like we used too. Axl always had a way of transforming 


my lyrics into the bestsellers he knew they were destined to be. | had my acoustic on my lap when the phone rang. 
"Man," Duff's gruff voice blared over the speaker, "meeting at Conway in an hour." 


| sigh. The last thing | needed was was seeeing Duff barking orders and Slash's sullen face. | could always talk to Alan or Steven if talk be needed. Or sulk away in a corner 
like | usually did when | was somewhere | didn't want to be. | stick the cassette in my jacket pocket and fish for my Camaro keys. 


| am however looking forward to the drive. I've always loved driving. It gave me a sense of movement, a sense of freedom, just like surfing. Axl used to say it was because 


when | was born | forgot my wings in heaven 
And | cry. | cried right there with my car keys in his hands at the memory of those words. Axl used to think | was an angel, a dark one, but an angel nonetheless. | really 
did wish | could fly, but where to? There was nowhere to go, nobody to be with. Sure, | could pick the phone and half a dozen sluts would come running to me if | wanted. 


Its amazing how money and fame brought you almost anything. Almost. | wipe away my tears and get in my car. 


The traffic was infernal, as always in LA. It took me more time than! thought to get to Conway. | was parking my car as the last part of Elvis's "Suspicious Minds" died 
down on his radio. | look up and notice a brand new BMW parked by Duff's Corvette. Who be so flashy as to buy a BMW? 


| was still musing over it when Slash knocked on my car window. | didn't even want to talk to Slash. He has gotten me in enough trouble for one lifetime. | rolled the window 


down slowly. | exhale the smoke of my half finished cigarrette. 
"Sup?" | asked. 


Slash looked like shit his face was gaunt with deep bags under his eyes. | already know why. It's because of the smack. How clearly it shows when you're actually sober. | 


kinda felt bad for him. | know all too well what he's going through. 
"Are you going in?" Slash asked me. 

"Do | have a choice?" | huff and draw another drag from my cigarette. 

"LI dort think so. | dont wanna go in myself," he says looking over his shoulder at the building 

"And why, Lord pray, would you not?" | asked in his most sarcastic voice. | open my door and get out. 

Slash looked at the door and at me again. "You don't know, do you?" He asks. 

"Know what?" | ask closing my car door. 

"Axl is back He's inside already," 

My heart started pumping faster in my chest. Was that true? Was Axl really here? Finally, after six fucking weeks? "And how do you know that?" 
"Stevie called me to say so," he nods. 

"He would, wouldn't he?" | say with a sigh and run my hand over my face. 


Slash took off his jacket. He was wearing no shirt under it and | had to look away for a moment. | was ashamed of the pang of desire that shot through me. Those feelings 


needed to go away. | don't want them anymore. 
"Would you mind covering up?" | roll my eyes at him. 


Slash lit a cigarrette. "Now you want me to cover up huh? How many times have you asked me to strip for you, lzzy? What could have changed so much for you to turn 


into this heartless monster you've been lately?" He said with an ugly smile. 
"| love Axl, | love him. It was always about him, do you hear me?" | said with anger. 

"Oh yeah, you love Axl, | forgot" Slash took a long drag. "You're nothing but a liar" 

"A liar? What the fuck are you saying, man?" | pushed my finger in Slash's chest 

He looks at me defiantly. "You say you love Axl. How many times did you tell me the same thing?" 


My face dropped. Slash eyes were hollow, just like the void | felt. | understood it though. He's had a lot of cheap shots thrown at him by Duff lately. Still, his response 


throws me for a loop. 
"l.l," | stammer not knowing what to say. 


"Yeah. You. It's all about you huh? Tell me Izzy, why would you make me fall for you, knowing how much Duff and | were made for each other? Just tell me. | really wanna 


know." 


"Because you reminded me of him" | said, pushing a hand through my hair with another sigh. 


“Bullshit. Tell Axl that, tell Duff that. But | don't buy it," he almost shouts. Then Slash smashed his fist through my fucking car window. "Fucking tell mel" He screamed. "Did 


you lie to me when you said you loved me? Did you think of Axl when you were fucking me?" 


Something caught my attention from the corner of my eye. | could see Duff, Steven and Axl standing by the door looking at us. This was finally my chance to Show Axl 


that it was him | loved, always and forever. 
"Yes! | fucking lied to youl | lied to you every single time! Are you fucking happy?" | screamed, in his face. 


| watch his eyes cloud over. Slash screamed like an animal when he threw himself on top of me. He punched me in my fucking nose before | could block it. But before | 


react, Slash was pulled away by a swarm of people, and shoved inside the studio. 


| got up off the ground and wiped my bloody nose on my new shirt. Then Alan took me inside. | could hear Slash's screams coming from the kitchen, trashing the place 
apart. Then he headed straight to the bathroom. 


| sat on the counter hiding my face in my hands. This was all my fault. Now l'm even hurting Slash. | didn't want to do that. | just wanted to distance us. 


A cool hand touched my face, tearing me from my thoughts. When | looked up, Axl was standing in front of me. My beautiful fucking fireball. Where had he been? Why 


haven't | seen him or heard from him in all this time? 
"Let me have a look at your nose." He said gently, wiping it with a cold cloth. 
"Where have you been?" | ask and feel my eyes welling with tears. 


| could see the change in Axl. The clarity of his mind was undenyable. His hair looked so healthy and shiny. His face looked perfect, he was tanned. And the green eyes | 


adored sparkled with life once again. 
"Putting my life back on track And you?" He asks concentrating on my nose. 

"| wish | could say the same" | said with a sob. 

"You're clean" Axl said simply. Finally allowing his eyes to look in mine. 

"Yeah. | am, | shrug. 

"Why'd you lie fo Slash out there?" Axl asked when he finished with the rag. 

"Darlin, | didnt, |." 

Axl put a finger on my lips silencing me. "You lied to him out there and you're lying to me now. The only difference is that | know when you're lying, and Slash doesn't" 
"| never lied when | told you I loved you. | love you. | love you, Axl. You know I do 


"| don't want your love Izzy. Not anymore. | don't want a love that has to destroy another person | don't want you to tear Slash apart to make me whole." Axl said, backing 


up to the door. 
"Axl, please! lill do anything!" | day desperately trying to keep him from moving away from me. 

"Its too late Izzy. Im whole again. Without you," he says focusing on the bloody rag he's holding 

"Axil" | try fo move for him but he steps back even more. 

"Rehersal in five" Was the only thing he said as he left 

| cried until my eyes were about to burst out of my face. How? How did | manage to break so many hearts? What have | done? 


| washed my face and walked out into the rehersal room just in time to see Alan discussing the schedule. Ten arena shows and a trip to London They'd record Paradise 


City on some of the locations. Some live performances with a back up studio track 


"How long do we have to prepare?" Asked Duff. God how | hated his bussiness like attitude right now. He's acting like he's the leader of this band. This was mine and Axl's 
band first. 


"Roughly a month, give or take. There's five weeks until Chicago." Said Alan, looking at his notepad. 


"| need three weeks." Said Slash, entering the room. 

Everyone looked at him with surprise. Slash had many faults, but his commitment with their music and his work ethic were impecable. What gives all of the sudden? 
"What for?" Asked Duff, and | could see the worry on his face. In spite if everything. 

"Nobody's bussiness but mine." Slash said, defiantly. 

"We don't have that much time to spare.” Alan said, shaking his head. 

"If his highness there," Slash pointed at Axl, "could stay away for two fucking months, | can have three weeks." 


Alan was about to speak, but Axl put his hand up. "Take as long as you want" 


"Damn right | will" Said Slash slingging his guitar around his neck. 


We rehersed for around 3 hours, with little to no interruption. Slash even managed to engage Axl's attention in a new riff he put together impromptu. | guess, all things 


considered, we managed to be civil and productive. | was the last one to leave. When | turned out the lights | felt a part of myself die with them 


Apocalypse 


Apocalypse 
Slash 


| woke up sitting up in my bed with my back against the headboard. My head had droped complely to my chest. My neck is stiff as hell, but a trusty bottle of Jack rested 
between my legs would take care of that. My fingers wrapped around the neck and | took a gulp, swirling it around to wash the bitter taste out of my mouth. | think about 


spitting it out, but | wasn't one to waste good whiskey so | swallowed it with a grimace. 
"Swallow it, pretty boy." 


The thought made me bitter. | didn't wanted to think about that. Fuck, my neck is killing me from sleeping all night in the same fucking position | can't excape groaning in 
pain as | hobble to the bathroom. | can't help but notice a huge cigarette burn on my bare mattress. | haven't gotten around to buying any sheets. And what the fuck for? 
Its too much effort for just myself. | don't give a fuck if | sleep on sheets or not. 


My head started spinning and | had to hold onto the sink for a minute. Maybe it was the smack, or maybe it was the Jack Either way, it didnt matter. Not much of 


anything seems to matter anymore. 


| take a very long piss and I'm thankful that it didn't end up all over my new cigarette burned mattress. I'm sure Duff wasn't missing waking up drenched in it night in and 
night out. 


Standing at the mirror, | take a long hard look at my appearance. The soft bouncy curls that Duff once loved and thought beautiful, are matted and knotted. | look just like 
a fucking abandoned dog. 


An abandoned dog. That's pretty much how | feel too. Used and discarded like a piece of garbage. Used first by this fucked up industry, then by Izzy, and now by my Duffy. 


Is that all I'm good for? To be used as needed? Thrown out? Forgotten? 


| push my ratty hair aside and lean into the mirror for a closer look. I'm so fucking pale. | could almost pass for a 100% white boy. | have deep, dark circles under my eyes. 
| stick my tongue out and noticr its turning black. Yuck, who would want to kiss that? l'm a disgusting mess. When did | get this way? Everyone used to want me, now 
nobody does. 


I'd been given three weeks. Three weeks to pull my shit together. | know it's something that | gotta do for the band. | might not have Duff. | might not have Izzy. But I've 
still got this band | couldn't fuck it all up because it wasn't just mine. The band had to come before getting drunk and high. Its my livelihood. If | weren't in Guns | would be 
nothing. | didn't want to go back to being a nobody. And | had three weeks to make a few changes. 


But it was three weeks. Twenty one days. It was an odd number, twenty sounded more rounded. Maybe | would just take this day. Take it to have a big farewell party to 
the booze and drugs. Then tomorrow I'll wake up and really get to work on drying out. That sounded pretty good to me. Perfectly acceptable. 


Why wouldn't it be? Duff didn't love me anymore. Izzy said he never loved me. Doesn't that justify my last night of debauchery? You know what, fuck it if it don't. 


| don't understand why Izzy used me like that. All that love, all that passion we shared was one big fat lie. How could he be such a convincing liar? ve heard Axl say that 
Izzy lies, why didn't | listen? | never tried it understand Axl's side of anything. And that's Izzy's fault and because of the way he used me. 


Axl knows. He knows that Izzy is a liar too. That's why he wasn't running back into Izzy's open arms. | thought he always would. | was convinced that Axl was incapable of 


not being with Izzy, but Axl was showing everyone that he was. In fact, he seems to have bonded to Duff. 


Duff. | missed him far more than | ever thought could be possible. | miss the way Duff always took care of me. | always wanted to think | could take care of myself. But 
lets face it, | haven't done so well with that. But if Izzy, the original junkie, could get clean at the worst time ever, then so could |. Plain and simple. 


Id show all of them. | would make Duff look at me the same way Axl had looked at Izzy today. He looked at him like he hadn't seen him in years. All things considered, he 
hadn't. Izzy had been a junkie for most of their relationship. But when Axl looked at Izzy today | could see the hope in his eyes, no matter how hard he tried to hide it 
from Izzy. If Axl could look at Izzy like that still, then there's hope for me and Duff too. If | can just get Duff to look at me that way then all might not be lost. 


So | prepared a fix, not some chippers maintenance shot, no, this would make the likes of Nikki Sixx proud. | got every last drop in, fighting not to fall flat on my face. It 
took almost everything | had to pull the needle from my vein Wave after wave lapped over me. | hung onto the countertop as tightly as | could 


And then nothing mattered. Not Duff's loving arms. Not the sweetest of Izzy's kisses. Not even Axl's return 
It was a good day for some pussy. It had been ages since I've gone out and found a girl. | wasn't going to try to lease one, just rent one for the night. One that knew how 
to leave before morning. | tried to decide if | was in the mood for a blonde or a brunette. But in my intoxicated state it was remarkably difficult to make such a simple 


decision. Both options brought on memories that | would rather forget. So | decided to just go out and see which found me first. 


| searched around for a little coke to wake me up some. | didn't really want to wrap my Vette around any light poles today, even if the damn thing did remind me too much 


of Duff. So after a little wake up powder | search for my keys. | found them in the cabinet next to a new bottle of Jack. | grabbed that too and slid into my car. 


| pulled into the parking lot of the Cathouse but decided against it. That's where | met both Duff, Axl, and Izzy. | might have been numb right now but that wasn't where | 
wanted to be when the feeling came back Far too many things I'd rather forget. So | choose The Troubadour. It had its memories too, but they were easier to deal with. 


Tharkfully it was dark inside. So | pulled the bottle of Jack | smuggled in from my armpit. | twist the lid off to take a good chug. With it dangling at my side | start walking 


through the club. It seemed like everything was in slow motion. 


A stagger, followed by a stumble, and | fall to the floor. | just laugh at it all as strange hands started to help me up. | didn't like being touched firmly. Too many memories. 
So | threw my arms out sharply to shuck their hands away. 


| notice that | still had the Jack in my hand | chuckle as | brought it up to examine it. | didn't lose very much at all and was sorta proud. How could that not deserve a 
congratulatory shot? 


| continued through the outer perimeter of the packed club, getting recognized of course. Then the shots started getting thrust in my hands. The fans were being pretty 
generous. | actually started to feel better about myself. Then | was handed some pills, very brightly colored, could be blue, could be green, the lights in the club made it 
hard to tell. 

Fuck it, right? It was a farewell party. So | took them. Shots, and shots, joints, pills, phone numbers, smiling girls, kisses, praises, | actually felt happy. So happy. It just grew 
and kept intensifying. The pills felt like that day with the hippy chicks. Then | remembered me and Duff in the sand. Izzy with Axl in the ocean. | didn't want to remember 
those things. So | made my way to the bathroom. 


As the needle fell to the floor | dropped to my knees, catching the rest of myself by the toilet. But | couldn't hold on | slipped off, and wedged between the toilet and the 
wall. But | smiled, everything was gone then 


Peace. Glorious nothingness. 


Then hands were on me again, pulling me up. | opened my eyes and saw high cheekbones. Green eyes were looking at me with a mixture of knowledge and concern. Red 


hair. 
He wrapped my arm around his shoulder and hoisted me to my feet His hand clenches at my jaw to hold my head up straight. 
"Its time to go. * His baritone voice said flatly. 

"Frruuuuck yooooul" | slurred. 

Axl, always Axl fucking up his life. | wished the fucker could just vanish from my life altogether. 

‘| said movel" Axl commanded me like a fucking dog. 


| so wanted to put up a fight. | wanted to kick his ass, make a scene, but | knew, as high as | was, that Axl would probably beat me to a pulp. And if | have anything at all 


left in my head its a sense of self preservation, 


Then Erin was talking one of my hands to lead me though the crowd Tiny, soft hand Warm. And | was cold. | was freezing on the inside and on the outside. My teeth 
started chattering and | knew | was going to puke as we reached Axl's flaming red new BMW. 


Axl held my hair as | vomited profusely on the curb. Then he wiped my mouth with his favourite blue bandana Then he shoved me in the back seat and asked Erin to 


drive. 


To me, we might as well had gone to Cuba. It seemed like we were in the car for hours. But the clock on the dash says it only took 45 minutes to reach wherever they 


were taking me. | didn't recognize the place. But then, | wouldn't recognize my own house for that matter. 


With a lot of manuvering, | was laid on soft cotton sheets. But my head spun so much that | turned to the side and vomited again. This time in a bucket Axl was holding in 
front of my face. 


| could hear Erin's heels clicking on the floor, then a car taking off. | could hear waves and smell Duff's scent on the pillow | was embracing. Duff. 


He didn't remember falling asleep. But | did remember the thunderstorm in full display over the ocean. A great venetian window open and the moist, cool air entering the 
room. It reminded mr of all the beach houses I'd stayed at with Duff. 


"Duff" | whisper with a single tear falling from my eye before | just shut down. 


RK 


The first thing | noticed when | woke up was the nausea. It came in great waves, and | could do nothing but throw up in a bucket by the bed My muscles crawled as if 


something was alive inside them and wanted out. | searched inside my pockets for my works, only to find that | had pissed myself in my sleep. Nothing new to me. 


| needed to get out of here, wherever | was and whoever | was with, before the dope sickness struck me. | know | said last night was the end of it, but fuck, | needed a fix, 


a shower and some sleep in bed. | still had plenty of time to wean myself off. | could always do it in I9 days. 


| found my Converse's by the bed, picked them up and tried to open the door. It was locked. Some fucker had had the nerve to lock me up? What if it was one of those 
loony fans? Would | end up like Paul Sheldon in Misery? Locked up and made to write riff after riff for some crazy Amie Wilkes? 


| banged at the door with all the strength | had, which wasn't a lot. "Open up! Open up you crazy fucker! My friends are probably searching for me right now! You'll end up 
in jail, you crazy bitch! " 


| heard steps in the hallway and the sound of keys being put in the lock | grabbed the nearest thing | could to strike with, which turned out to be a wicker chair. 


Axl entered the room and | put the chair on the floor, stunned Of all the people that | could imagine that would want to kidnap me, Axl was the most unlikely Annie Wilkes 
on my list. | started to laugh, imagining Axl with a little pig trotting behind him. 


"You pissed yourself. " Axl said, frowning, his eyes finding that big wet yellow stain on the bed. Apparently his bed. 
Then it struck me. Axl wasn't Annie Wilkes. He was worse, he didn't have a pet pig, Axl was going to skin him alive. 

"Are you going to kill me?" | asked 

"For pissing the bed? Don't be an idiot" Said Axl, ripping the sheets from the bed. He did it so effortlessly that | could tell that it wasn't the first time he'd done it. 
"If your not going to kill me, I'd like to go" 

‘| think rot," Axl sighed as he continued fending to the bed, 

"You think not? Who the fuck do you think you are to keep me locked up here?" | asked with anger, the tell tale sweat beginning to drench me. 

"Im your friend" Axl said simply. 

"My friend? | slept with your marl" | screamed not giving a shit if it hurt him or not 


Axl blinked, as if trying not to snap. He shrugs slightly, "Izzy is irresistible. | don't blame you for falling for his charms." He said, turning the mattress. But | could see the 
pain in his eyes at the mention of Izzy. 


| felt dizzy and sat on the wicker chair. "You must be the only one that doesn't. " 

Axl was finishing the bed and didn't answer. He didn't need to. His expression said plenty to me. It was a brave face, but | wasn't buying it. 
"Where are we?" | asked, feeling my skin start to crawl with the need for a fix. 

"Far enough away, without a car or a phone" Axl unfolded a sheet and flung it out over the bed. 

"What the fuckl? You can't keep me locked in here, man" | exclaimed, looking at the sea. 


"Oh | won't. The door is open, but it will take you around 3 days to walk back to LA. This place has its own private road, so no chance of someone picking you up." Axl sat 
on the bed "Your clothes arrived this morning and | asked for 2 guitars as well. Erin will check every few days and that's it. You and | in paradise." 


"Where's my whiskey and my dope?" | ask feeling a bit panicked. 
"There isn't any. | got rid of it" 
"What?! What do you mean you got rid of it?" | asked, feeling doom. 


"| mean what | said. There's no booze or smack You can have weed, but thats about it. Cold turkey. Be a man, grit your teeth and I'll help you." His eyes seemed to study 


the floor, his words sounding rehearsed. 
"This is fucked up!" | said, walking out of the room. When | found the front door, all | could see was a dirt road, dust, and the distant sea Fuck me. 


So | did the only thing | could do. | walked back inside, showered, changed and laid in bed waiting for hell to start. | knew it was going to hit me hard, | just didn't expect how 


much. 


| tossed and turned, alternating from crying for help to threatening to murder Axl in his sleep. One minute shivering from cold to burning in flames the next. | would cry 
for Duff and even ask for Izzy. Puking, shitting, pissing myself in front of a totally unfazed Axl. At times he was harsh and others so tender it made me cry. How many 
times had Axl done this for Izzy? 

"Why?" | asked Axl in my worst moment, "why are you doing this?" 


"Because you need a friend. Because I'm your friend. Because you're important. Can't you understand that? Because even with all the shit that we went through | still want 


like you. | always have." 
"But | hurt youl" | cried, my head resting on the cold porcelain of the toilet. And honestly, until that very moment, | had never really cared what I'd put Axl through. 


"Yes, you did. But | need to forget and forgive. You are the most talented guitarist | ever worked with, and I'm not about to lose you because you made a stupid mistake. 
Ive been through too many stupid mistakes to keep making them" Then | felt a cold rag on the back of my neck. 


"lzzy lied to me." | sobbed. "He lied to me, Axil" And for the first time in a very long time | really allowed myself to feel. And it hurt. It hurt so bad. | hurt Duff, but | hurt 


Axl far more. He loved Izzy so much and | was finally feeling the pain. | could see the flash of hurt in Axls eyes. Even more pain and guilt crashed down on me. 
"lzzy lies a lot" Axl said, getting up. "Ill roll some joints, it will help with the nausea" 
Axl tried to feed me, but | couldn't tolerate anything solid | drank Gatorade and smoked joints like my life depended on it. And it probably did. 


By the 4th day the sickness started to fade, and | felt like | just had a very bad case of flu. | was a stinking mess, but | didn't trust myself not to break my neck in the 


shower. 


Axl patiently filled the antique claw foot bath, and | admired the arquitecture of the old mansion for the first time. Black tiles on the floor, white walls and stunning sea 


views from every window. 
| sighed with pleasure when | submerged myself in the warm water. 
"Want me to wash your hair?" Axl asked. 


"Please." | said, choking back the tears as that simple question reminded me of Duff. Duff would sit behind me in the tub and wash my hair lovingly, and | would purr with 
pleasure at being touched by him. And | was so deprived of any kind of affection that | cried. ‘lm sorry. I'm sorry for being such a baby. It's just." 


"Shh." Axl said. "I get it. | know Duff used to do this.. And | used to do it for Izzy." | felt sorry for crying and bringing it up but the sound of reminiscent pain in Axl's 


vacant voice made me want fo cry even more. 
"You did this for Izzy?" 

Axl sighed, "When he would let me. 

Later, washed and wrapped in a soft robe, | laid on the bed looking at the sea 

"Looks like there's another storm coming" Axl said distantly, lightening a joint and passing it to me. 
"Sit with me?" | hesitantly asked 


If Axl was surprised, he didn't show it. He laid on the bed and | slid down, facing him. We smoked in silence, and Axl stubbed the roach in the ashtray. Outside, thunder 


boomed. 
"Im sorry." | said. "I believed everything he told me. | never thought Izzy would lie to me." 


"Slash.lzzy lies to himself a lot more than you realize. But he doesn't understand it fully. His mind got so clouded for so long.. | tried to help him Slash. | tried everything, 


even all of this, but I'd just end up unconscious on a floor." 


"He'd hit you so he could get away and get more dope?" | asked sounding a little shocked becouse that just didn't seem like Izzy. But then, nothing | thought about Izzy was 
right. 


Axl put a finger on my lips. “Listen to the storm. It's wild nature can't be tamed", he said, tracing my lips with his finger tips, before leaning in and putting the softest kiss 


on them. 
| opened my mouth and Axl gasped in surprise when my tongue met his. | needed it, so Axl gave in. I've kissed Axl before, but it wasn't like this. 


"| was right" | said, smiling. 


"About what?" 
"You are worse than Annie Wilkes” 

Axl lifted an eyebrow. "I don't have a pet pig." 

| rolled my weight on top of him, and leaning to kiss him as | whispered, “Thank goodness." 


Axl's soft warm hands wrapped around my back | had tried to convinced myself that | hated Axl, that Axl was so cruel to Izzy. But in that moment | realized that Izzy 


was the cruel one all along. 


The hours slowly went by with every crack of lightning in the sky, lighting it up pink Axl was so different. Maybe he finally did have his head clear. Maybe it had 
something to do with the rain. 


| awoke in the night to see Axl standing in the Venetian window, nude, the smoke of his cigarette glowing in the pink lightning, a sweet smile on his face. 
He looked beautiful, skin alight, hair flaming. | just watched him, fascinated It was as if Axl was thinking very hard about something... Or someone. 

"The night | knew you loved me looked just like this, angel" He whispered, so, so softly | had trouble hearing it 

Was he taking to mr? Then | realized what Axl said. He said argel.. 


It wasn't me Axl was talking to. 


ls H All Worth It 


Is Ht All Worth it 
Duff 


The smell of fresh brewed coffee had always reminded me of home. With the security of my moms loving arms and her knack for feeding a crowd with bare cabinets. Oh 
what | wouldn't give for a little bit of that security right now. To feel that complete. 


This morning, the smell of coffee was mixed with the freshly baked bagels. | always find baking so therapeutic. And | got them almost perfect, so crisp yet so soft, 
sprinkled with poppy seeds. 


How could a flower, a beautiful gift of nature be such a pleasant gift and at the same time a curse? 


| sigh at the beautiful bagles. | wasn't even hungry. | don't even know why | made these stupid things. Maybe | was trying to distract myself from what | knew was 


upstairs above me. 


It was basically a duplex. | told Alan to put us as far away from people as he could get us. Its where | manage to keep Axl hidden while he got better. And now, now Slash 


was up there. 


| heard every last one of Slash's desperate screams from my kitchen safe heaven I'd look up at the ceiling as | sat at the table, listening to him beg for me. It took 


everyone | had not to go to him. And | would wait for the wee hours of the morning for Axl to appear, tired, worn, angry, and exausted. 


Axl didn't have to do what he was doing. Yet he didn't hesitate when | called him and asked. It wasn't like | was stalking Slash. No. | was just out on the balcony, drinking as 
usual, waiting for the obliterance that sunrise would bring when Steven called me to say Del had spotted Slash in a very bad state at The Troubadour. 


| paced Axl's house like a caged montain lion. | desperately tried to think of what to do. | couldn't go save Slash again. He'd never learn if | kept taking him back under my 
wing. 


| was so conflicted. | wanted Slash to suffer, yet | wanted no harm to come to him. So | asked Axl if he would help. And | saw the pain in Axl's eyes. He had so much 
resentment for Slash. He placed a lot of blame on him. But why wouldn't he? 


Axl explained that Slash needed someone to make him want to get clean. But | couldn't do it. | had enough resentment toward him myself. Thats when Axl and | looked at 
each other seeing an opportunity to both help the band, and have a little bit of revenge. 


So it was best to let Axl do this. He had had more experience with this sort of shit. Hes been through this many times with Izzy. But Slash didn't fiend as hard as Izzy. Axl 
had already told me how bad it got with Izzy. The crying, the screaming, the anger, it was too much for Izzy most if the time. He would escape from Axl, by any means 
necessary. Axl had taken the brunt of Izzy's pain. He had had his rage, his anger, and aching too. And only he could understand it. 


But he also understood just how to truly make Izzy and Slash sorry for what they did to us. And | told him | wanted to get back at them by any means necessary. It was 
a simple plan, but took ellaborate effort on Axl's part. So as Slash's screaming stopped | could hear the moans. The gentle sweet sounds of rapture | knew all too well. It 
hurt, but not enough to burst through the door and stop it. A line of coke and and a sip of vodka was my company. | just listened, trying to hear the storm over the the 


sounds of desire. 


| too had given in to Slash's experience he was having with Axl. Axl could be so tender, so loyal, so in charge. Not that we had had sex. We just slept in the same bed 


making plans. | encouraged Axl to take charge again. Axl should be in charge. This was his dream, his dream with Izzy. It was their band. 


| could understand Axl now. He had experienced many of the same pains, and loves as | had. Oh to love a junkie.it was so hard. So fucking hard. | felt so much sympathy for 
Axl now. He had been doing this almost IO fucking years with the same person. | had only been with Slash a few years, a few wonderful and painful years. 


| saw Axl completely different now. Brave. Powerful. Focused. He has finally had enough. Enough memories of corn field, rivers, and train tracks. Axl wanted more than old 
memories. Axl wanted fame. Riches, gold, and luxuries, he would wrap himself up in his trophys. He would finally feel like he made it. No more confrence tables or limos, or 


fancy dinners with origami napkins, but actually achieving what he always thought was just Izzy's beautiful dream. 


Yeah, | see the courage it took to get him this far. | didn't want to let it go either. | didn't want anyone to leave the band. | wanted to stand proudly in packed stadiums and 


play my fucking heart out. | finally realized something. We were all sharing the same dream. 
"Are you still awake?" I'm broken from my thoughts by Axl entering the kitchen. 
"Yeah." | sigh and pass my hand through my hair. | pull from my cigarette. "How is he?" 


Axl let out a wry smile. “Sleeping. Tired. Satisfied" | could practically see him cringe at the satisfied part. 


| took a long chug of my vodka, "Is he?" | asked and could almost hear the sting | felt. 
"Don't you look at me this way," Axl shakes his head. 

"What way?" | sigh trying not to lose composure. 

"Like I've killed your dog or something" Axl grunted, "I didn't fuck him" 

"Is just.it's hard for me" | said, playing with my fingers. 

"No," Axl frowns, ‘It's hard for me. You told me to get him back by any means possible," he reminds me. 
| nod, "Yeah, and | meant it" At least | thought | did. 


"Do you now? Cuz you sure don't look like it. Tell me Duff, what exactly have you, or lzzy for that matter, ever seen in that big fucking baby upstairs?” Axl said, lighting 


his own cigarette. 
"I can't answer for Izzy. Only for myself. And to be honest, right now | rather not think about it," | swallow hard. 
"Yeah. Don't." Axl inhaled running his hand through his wet hair. 


"Was it that bad?" | can't help but ask. 


"For him it was good l'm sure. | did practically everything but fuck him. | couldn't have even gotten it up if | had to. Had to shower because | can't stand the scent of him 


on my own skin" 
"How are going to pull it off you feel that way?" | asked with a serious face. 


"Don't worry, | will," Axl sighed, "I was always good at putting on a convincing show when | didn't want to be in a situation. This is no different than some of those.” He 


pauses a moment, smoking his cigarette and staring at me with eyes squinting at smoke. “What if something goes wrong?" He asks. 
"What could go wrong?" | shrug. What was there to go wrong if Axl could go through it? 

"Many things can go wrong and you know it" Axl mused. 

"| guess it's a risk worth taking. Are you worried about falling in love with him?" | asked. | was only half joking 

Axl let out a loud laugh. "Don't be ridiculous! | need a fucking man! Not a child that cries for his mama every time something goes wrong!" 
"You need a man huh?" And | had to smile. IF someone was capable of manning anyone up, that was Axl 

"Fuck yeah!" Axl laughed. “Izzy might be a cheating liar, but at least he was always a man" 

"So you didn't like it and didn't get off?" | asked cautiously. 

"Do | look like | got off?" He emphatically shrugged looking at me with raised brows. 

"No, not really, it was a stupid question" | say. 

"Nobody can get me off these days anyway. Erin tries, but the bitch is pretty fucking useless" 

"Women can be fun" | shrug. 

"Yeah. To cook and clean," he smirks, 


We both laughed then | poured an inch of vodka in Axl's glass. And yeah, | meant a little mischief by doing it. | don't know what it was, but | felt a litte challenging. A little 
drunk. A little horny maybe. 


"I bet | can get you off." | said, raising my glass. 
"| bet you can't. These fucking pills have turned my dick into a useless noodle." 


| pull something out of my pocket. | had been holding on to them for a while now. | wanted to take them to put myself in a coma. But | think it's more fun to share maybe. 
"Quaalude. One for me," | popped one in my mouth, "and one for you." | offered the other to Axl. 


Axl rolled the pill between his fingers for a minute studying it. "This is probably a bad, bad idea" He said, but took the pill with a gulp of vodka, 


"Everything we're doing is probably a bad idea, why not have some fun while we're at it?" | felt powerful, even evil. | was tired of good intentions and good ideas. Tired of 
Slash getting more action than | did. 


"Let's wait until the luudes start working. Erin will be here soon and she can take watch over cry baby for a few hours,’ Axl suggests, apparently seeing where | was going 


with all this. 


So we waited, drinking and smoking until Erin arrived Then without a word, we left to go back to my condo. Without a car, Erin had no choice but to stay put until we came 
back. 


| drove and conplained about the cars automatic transmission while putting the roof down. It was sunny, but still fresh from the storm. 
When we get back to my place | park Axl's car in full view of anyone that could look | knew Steven had to pass my house to reach his own. And Izzy would surely be 
informed, which suited me just fine. One cannot play with the lives of others like they were pieces of your own game. But Izzy should know a king alone cant overtake an 


army. 


Inside it was cool and dark. | was going to cut straight to it and suggest heading straight to the bedroom, but Axl was fidgety. He was playing with the nick nacks around 
the house. | let him. Things sometimes needed their own pace to happen, or they wouldn't happen at all. 


"Can | have a drink? Vodka?" Axl suddenly smiled and | knew the drug was taking him over. His eyes were greener, his lips plumper, his hair glossier. 


"Yes sir!" | said with a nod, going to the kitchen. When | got back with two screwdrivers, Axl was laying on the rug, playing with the hem of his shirt. The fireplace was 
crackling, It's soft light was bathing Axl in its glow. Elton John was playing on the stereo. 


| sat down by his side. "Here's to sex, drugs and rock and roll. Fuck love." | say. 
"Fuck love." Axl said, eyes shinning. 


How could he look so fine? Why was | just now even able to see it. "Has anybody told you how beautiful you are?" | asked Axl tenderly. By then, the Quaalude was working 
in full force. When | touched Axl's hair my dick responded like | had touched his skin. 


"You. You told me, but you can say it again" Axl said, closing his eyes. 
"You are stunning." | whispered. 


“Am 1%" He asks looking at me. 


"Absolutely." | said. | wanted to kiss Axl. But instead | just took his hand and kissed each knuckle gently. Axl pulled his hand away and | looked at the fire. Outside, the clouds 


had taken over. When we got here the sun was shinning. Now its dark and a fine drizzle bathed everything. "Unusual weather we're having" | say taking a sip of my drink 
"Everything we're having is unusual" Axl pointed out. 


"Yeah. It fucking is."| let out a loud sigh. | was suddenly tired of playing strong. | would give anything to be my old careless self. The happy drunk that never bother with 
anything but my love for Slash. 


Axl was looking at me intently. "What are you thinking?" He asked me. 


"tm thinking that l'm tired of being worried. Tired of being unhappy. We shouldn't be this way, ya know? We're fucking young. We should be basking in what we achieved so 
far. We should be anticipating what's to come, yet here | am." 


"Drinking vodka with me. | know, it sucks" Axl said 
"| didn't mean it like that, Axl" 

"Didnt you? Are you saying you rather be with Slash than me? Because | understand,” he blinked 
"It's not that. If everything wasn't so fucked up, if things were different, if." 

"If Izzy hadn't gotten in your way? Yeah. Im sorry about that too," he says sincerely. 


| take his drink and put it on the side table and took his hand again "Don't you dare apologize for him. It's not your fault. Its not my fault. It's Izzy's fault, is Slash's fault. 
They are the ones that betrayed us, so don't." 


"| know.it's just. Fuck. It hurts." Axl said, a tear rolling down his cheek. 

| leaned closer and with the tip of my finger, wiped it away. | pulled Axis chin closer. "I know it does. But | swear, they'll regret it. Both of them will" 

Then | lean in again for a kiss as tender as a butterfly's wings. We stayef like that, noses touching, breathing each others air for a minute. Then another one. Longer. And a 
third one, in which we allowed our tongues to touch gingerly. Suddenly, Axl was sitting on my lap. Our kisses deepering, my hands roaming under soft cotton and on a silky 


smooth chest. 


Axl took hid shirt off exposing his bare skin to me. | run my fingers over it gently, looking in Axl's eyes. | take off my own shirt. The rain was pattering on the roof. | take 
Axl's lips again, tasting vodka and orange juice, tasting bitter tears and honey. 


"| need a man" Axl said breathlessly. 

"| am a man" | responded, flipping us over on the rug. 

And the day wore away between soft kisses and hard fucking. Me pinring Axl against a wall, his legs wrapped around my waist. Pulling my blonde hair for leverage. Me 
wrapped over the back of the couch, Axl fucking behind Running after Axl upstairs only to fuck him on the steps. Axl sucking on my fingers. Me sucking Axl's aching cock 
until it exploded in my mouth. 

It was dark when we finally laid on my bed. The same bed | had made love to Slash in so many times. | kissed Axl's eyes tenderly and sighed. 

"What's wrong?" Axl asked, laying on my chest. 

"| feel guilty." | say lightening a cigarette and passing it to Axl. We smoked in silence for a moment. 


"For thinking about Slash?" Axl asked. 


"For not thinking about him at all" | say, putting out the smoke. | look at Axl's face bending down to kiss him softly. "I didn't think about him at all." 


Someone To Hear Your Prayers 


Someone To Hear Your Prayers 


Steven 
| slid down a wall away from the stage where the band is filming Paradise City. Chances were they wouldn't find me. Chances were even better that they wouldn't even 
realize | was gone. Much less come looking for me. | had thought that letting every last one of them fuck me would have at least given me some sort of honorable mention 


with my band mates. But that wasn't the case. 


He sighed and pulled my dope from my pocket. | tried to forgive them and remind muself of everything the guys were going through. When | looked at it that way, | was 
glad | was on the outside and forgotten 


As usual, | was privy to information | shouldn't be. | don't know why | was the one who caught things my band mates didn't want share. | never understood how | always 


seem to be in the right place at the wrong time. But in doing so | got a broader scope of the people around me. 


| had been at the Troubadour the night Axl and Erin had dragged Slash out. Slash vanished, but | knew he was at Axl's place. | just didn't know where that was. | knew that 
Duff knew. But Axl and Duff kept it a big secret. 


| got it though, it was a big rouse. Axl and Duff were partnered up together. There was a reason for it, which | suspected could be revenge. Or maybe it was something 
else entirely. But what did | know? 


However, when Axl strolled in with Slash on his arm | was flabblergasted. What the fucking hell? They were petting each other. Smiling. Saddled up to one another, and 
sharing gloriously happy stares. They looked in love. 


| lay a spoon on the floor between my spread thighs. | didn't really care about the show Axl and Slash were putting on | spent the time signing a few papers and dealing 


with management. 


But Izzy was another story. He was annoyed with the first glance. With the second he appeared hurt. And with the third, furious. He then carried on with what he had 


been doing, He remained calm, distant, detached, looking their way every few seconds. 
| was stirring my dope in a stall when when | heard people coming in | sat on the toilet and put my legs up, not wanting to be found out. It was Izzy's voice | heard first. 
"Do you really think | don't know what you're doing?" And | wait to see if he's talking to Axl or to Slash. 

"What l'm doing?" | heard Axl innocently, yet sarcastically ask 

"| mean how you're hanging all over Slash all of the sudden. Acting all in love and shit," Izzy spat: 

| noticed the searing of the words as Izzy spoke them. But Axis replies remained frigid enough to put out Izzy's heated words. 

"Well maybe | can see what all the fuss is about with him now," Axl said with alarming casualness. 


"If you think I'm buying that, then you're crazier than | thought. | know you Axl. You hate Slash, you blame him for what we did behind your back There's no way in hell 


you would be with him now. Admit it, you're just hoping to make me jealous." 
"What makes you think | care enough about you to go to such trouble?" Axl asks flatly. 


"Because you love me. Because you're mine. You are. And you know you still love me. | don't want to play games darlin, | just wanna skip to the part where we're together 


again" 

"Skip fo the part? That would suit you, wouldn't it?" Axl said with a small laugh. 

"Yes! It fucking would" Izzy's heated words were betraying his laid back demenour. He was desperate and it showed 

"We cant skip to any part with us together Izzy. We're not good for each other anymore. We're not the same kids who fell in love in Indiana" 
"We're the only thing that is good for one another. | know what | did was wrong Axe, and | do regret it and | am sorry" 

Axl huffed "No you're not. You're just sorry you got caught And if you wouldn't have been you would have kept right on doing it" 


"Axe..." 


"Save it Izzy, You can't talk your way out of this one." Then | could hear Axl's footsteps leaving. 


Izzy took his frustration out on a stall door, making me recoil with my back plastered against the wall. | listened to him yell and sob uncontrollably before he too left for 
the set. 


| flicked my lighter and gently lift the spoon. Izzy was right. Axl would never get with Slash without some sort of hidden agenda He hated Slash. That's not something that 


he would let go of so quickly. His intent was meant as a payback. It was oh so obvious. 
| let the dart dangle from my arm for a minute. | mixed so much coke with the dope that nobody would suspect | was using the amount | was. And if they did, they could 
go and get fucked, becouse there was no way in hell | was going to be in the middle of their bitching sober. We had to complete the empty arena shot in two days. Then 


play it at least a few times in our next show. Then complete the whole sheebang in Donnington. God | was ready to leave and we haven't even started. 


| made my way up to the set to find Duff talking to Alan Axl and Slash were curled up together on a couch. Izzy was restringing his guitar with a set frown on his face. 
Didn't we had techs for that shit now? The tension in the air was as thick as fog , so | just sit behind mu drum set in silence, watching things unfold. 


"You two think you can fear yourselves away from each other long enough to play the fucking song Izzy scowled. 
"Maybe we can, maybe we can't," said Slash with a petty, childish expression on his face. 

Izzy threw his guitar on the floor. The only reason that it didn't shatter was because his tech caught it by the strings, ripping his own fingers in the process. 
"This is bullshit! Utter fucking bullshit and you fucking know iH" Izzy said, pointing his finger at Axl 

Axl was about to answer when | decided fo intervene. "Guys, I'd like to firish some time today! In case you didn't notice | have a fucking life too! Cut it out" 


It seemed to work. They assumed their positions and let themselves be directed on where to look, how to, which camera, another take, another fucking take, forever take. 


When the director finally called it a day, it was past 4 and | eas borderline desperate. | just wanted to cook myself up one up that would bury this fucked up day. 
| was packing my shit when | heard Axl call me. "Stevie? Were those Depeche Mode tickets for tonight?" He asked. 


| had no fucking idea what Axl was talking about. But the look on his face said it all. So | decided to play along. "Yeah!" | replied with a big smile. The great pretender | am, 
just like everybody else in this fucking room. 


"You don't like Depeche Mode." Said Izzy, changing his socks on a bench. 
"| do. You don't know everything about me Izzy, so keep your mouth shut" 

"Whatever" Izzy said, picking up his bag ard leaving 

"Do you wanna come, Slash?" Axl asked. 

Oh fuck me Axl, you have no idea about Slash, | thought: | search Duffs face for any traces of amusement on that ingenuity. | found none. 

"Ugh, | think HI pass. You go with Steven and have fun, HI wart for you at home," Slash smiled at him. 

"Erin, you coming?" Axl asked. 

Erin came out of the shadows to say sure. It was only then that | realized she was even present. What a fucking way to treat a girl 

We piled in my car (a Grand Torino, thank you very much). | have Axl and Erin and no idea where to go or even if there was actually a show or whatever. 
"You just drive. II tell you where to stop” Axl said 

"There's no show, is there? | asked 

"Oh there's a show all right my friend. It's just that you and lady here are not invited" 

Granted, that sparked my curiosity. Just as Axl told me to stop, a car flashed its lights from an alley. But | couldn't make out the car in the dark 

"Here, * Axl said, handing me a cassete, "Depeche Mode's new demo. Can you look after Erin for me tonight?" 


"Axl! | have a fucking life to.” But Axl was alredy out and running to the car waiting. 


As Erin changed to the passenger seat, | saw a black Corvette speeding out of the Ally. Duff was unmistokably the one driving it. Those sneaky bastards. 
"What the fuck is going on?" | ask Erin. 

‘| can't tell you, Steven Best if you don't know anyway." She said, pushing a stray curl behind her ear. 

"Best not to, really" | agreed, "So," | sighed, "where would you like to go?" | look over at Erin who was grinning 

"Your place," is all she says. 

"My place?" | ask in surprise. 

"Yes, your place. What? Whats wrong?" Erin asked, amusement written on her face. 

"Uh, nothing, | just thought with you being Axis girlfriend and shit, ya know.and what with you and Izzy." 


"Axl and | have an agreement Steven. He can have his fun and | can have mine. As for Izzy.. | promised Axl that | wouldn't see him right now. And tonight | want to have 
some fun." 


"You wanna have fun? With me?" | asked smiling. 
"Yeah. | do," she said, smiling back at me. 


It made sense to me then. Both lonely, both in the shadow of people too immersed in their own conflicts to give a damn about us. | put the cassete in and drive us to my 


place. | take the cassette inside and put it back on Then Erin stripped to "Personal Jesus" for me. 


| felt like the cat that got the milk. | licked my lips and reclined back on my bed watching her prowl. She would never be a stripper, she had zero rhythm. But | wasn't 


interested in her dancing. Erin wasn't a great lay even, but she was willing to go with anything. Sometimes that was enough. Plus she was fucking beautiful. 


| instruct her to come to me with my index finger. Another quality about Erin that | liked was that she was obedient. She climbed on top of me completely naked. So | 
pushed up into her and checked her temperature. She smiled the whole time, moving her hips in the right motion 


Axl might try to kick my ass tomorrow, but right then that just wasn't much of a concern for me. | made her moan my name. Poor girl seems so deprived, it was a 


shame really. But | wasn't going to concern myself with that either. Tonight was about the pleasure and the fun. 


Tiny Dancer 


Tiny Dancer 
Izzy 


The plane trip to London had been worse than Chinese water torture. Axl and Slash had put on a display that had made me want to break Slash's fingers one by one. Kisses, 
giggles, cuddles, smacking, | had to go to the bathroom and vomit. Then | found myself crying after that and silently cursing my image in the mirror. 


Why the hell was he going through with this shit? | could see the look of disgust in his eyes. He didn't want Slash touching him like that. So why the hell was he doing it? Is 


this supposed to prove some sort of something to me? Was it to show me he could get Slash too? Or was it to make Slash look bad? 


We were taken to the hotel and given rooms. | had one to myself. To add insult to his injury Slash and Axl had been given the room next to mine. That was probably Axl's 
idea. | tried to play my guitar louder than their laughter. | tried to concentrate on next nights show at Donnington. It didn't fucking work. 


| lay back on my bed and cried again. I've got the point of Axl's game. He want me to suffer. Plain and simple. He didn't love Slash, he couldn't. Why hasn't Duff done 
something about this? All he seemed to convey was indifference. Didn't he notice six hours of making out at 36,000 feet? 


| grasped my head with both hands. My fucking memories haunted me. Words like, ‘I'll always love you Izzy’, seemed to loop in my head. | fought so hard not to remember 


when those sweet touches and soft kisses belonged to me, only me. 


| knew my only option was to take it. Only when Axl felt justification would he stop. | knew my role was that of the suffering lover. If | took it all for Axl he would have to 


forgive me, eventually. But | didn't know how much more | could take. Seeing him with Slash hurt so much. Fuck! How long is this nightmare going to last? 


| sit up on the side of the bed | could hear Axl's voice through the wall, but not clearly. | couldn't stop myself from grabbing the lamp by the bed and smashing it into the 
wall. Heroin crossed my mind but was overshadowed by the sound of their door shutting. 


| get up and open my door a crack and peer out. | could see Axl standing by the elevator. He was alone. | heard the elevator ding, saw it open, and Axl getting inside. He was 


alone and | could get him to talk to me. So | couldn't stop myself. 


| dash from my room and move as if dark angel wings helped me fly. | slide and lunge myself into the elevator just as the doors were closing. Axl jumped in surprise. Then 


he started to look nervous about being locked in here with me. 


My hand slaped the stop button | then moved my body to block the panel entirely. | saw no way in which Axl could run away from me then He had to hear me out. He has 
to know that l'm not gonna give up trying. Not as long as | have a breath left in my body. 


"Axl." | spoke, but the rest of the words knotted together and stuck somewhere inside of me. 
"No Izzy," Axl shook his head, "not gonna work" 

"How long are you gonna do this to me Axe?" My voice fought the tears my eyes couldn't 
"How long did you do it to me?" Axl all but growled back 

"Axl lm sorry," | look him square in the eye. 

"So you keep saying," he sighs and just stares down at the floor. 


| try to touch Axl's arms but my hands were shoved away with a bitter hiss. | reacted with sobs. | couldn't stop it. | was so desperate to have him back. | would do 
anything. ANYTHING! "Please!" My voice shouted and echoed within the walls. 


Then more agonizing sobbing followed because | couldn't stand how distant he was keeping me. Axl wasn't hard enough to stave the tears from his own eyes. But his palms 
went up in case | tried to touch him again. The pose was so defensive, like | was record executive scum trying to fuck him. All| wanted to do was hold him. Just show him 
how right it could still feel. 

"W-what do | have to do? What do you want me to do? What do | say?" | ask, completely willing to do whatever he asks. 


Axl closed his eyes and turned his head. | could see him struggling with himself. | know he still loves me. If he would just listen, just look at me, he would see that. How 


could he block me out? 


| would do anything. So desperation takes me over. | don't give a fuck how desperate | seem. | hope he can see it. | clasp my hands together so hard my knuckles were 


white. | sank to my knees before Axl. 


"Please don't do this to me anymore! Please fucking forgive mel I'll do whatever you want me to if you please just take me back! | can't live without youl | couldn't twelve 


years ago and | fucking can't now! | love youl! Please baby!" 


It hurt just a little more each time a tear rolled from my bloodshot eyes. My tears echoed in my ears. My stomach turned. My chest ached. | couldn't find my breath. Yet 


| managed to carry on. 


"We can fix it! We can fix us! W-we can start all over! We can go away someplace, just you and me! You can forgive me! A-And we'll forget all of this! It's just you and 


me, darlinll | promise, | promise! Please give me a chancel Just one last chancel" And | so meant everything | was saying. 


Axl gently cupped my face and looked in my eyes. | felt a slight relief because | knew that look of Axl's. It was love. It wasn't gone nor diminished, it was right there. Right 
in front of me. Axl's thumb brushed away a tear from my cheek. "Get up off the floor Izzy." And | watched Axl shake his head no slowly. "I can't" | could hear him 


containing his tears. Then he's reaching out and opening the elevator. | wanted to stop him but | couldn't move. He just walked out, leaving me crying on my knees. 


| made it back to my room almost crawling. What? What would it take this time? Axl never took this long to forgive me. Why was this time any different from the others? 
| can see how much he's hurting. Why does he keep doing this to us? 


Yes Id been a cunt. | got that. | did. | had fucked anything in sight since | was in LA. Yet, for Axl it was enough for me to barely look at someone else. He wasn't afraid to 
punch me. And any that dared to look at me he would always beat them to a pulp. 


| knew | was a jealous fucker. But! also knew the thought of Axl leaving me, or falling for someone else was too much for me to bear. Just the same as he demanded mine 


from time to time. We were both guilty. That's why | don't understand why he can't let this go now. 


| needed the screams, the scenes, the pots and pans flying over my head every time Axl found out | was seeing somebody. | needed Axl's cries of rage and jealousy. Just 


the same as he demanded mine from time to time. | needed the thrill of the chase. The thrill of the secret. The forbidden The prohibited. 


And thats when it dawned on me. | wanted Slash because Slash was forbidden. Just that. That's all it was, all it had ever been That's all it ever could be. His reminding me 
of Billy was an excuse | told myself to try to justify it. l'm not in love with Slash. 


| couldn't cry anymore. Oh how | wish | could turn back the time and have kept my dick were it belonged. In my pants or in Axl's sweet ass. | waited almost an entire year 


for that first time with Axl. | wanted nothing but him. And | honestly thought he would be the last | ever would have. | always wanted forever with him, and nothing less. 


If he could kill Slash right now | fear | would. What right did he have to be with Axl? Nobody had that right. Nobody even knew how to love Axl but me. They couldn't 
understand what he's been through. What we've been through. No! He's supposed to be with me. Nobody but me. 


| sat in a chair by my hotel room window. Typical English fucking day. Gray and cold. | bend over and pick up my acoustic from its case. | hold it and position my fingers. 
But the sounds just wouldn't come. Patience | thought. Patience. 


"Shed a tear cuz l'm missing you." but it stopped there. | just fucking couldn't. "Fuck!" | shout, bashing my hand on the strings. It draws blood from my right ring finger. 
My eyes catch that goddamn ring | refuse to take off. And! can't help but find more tears to cry. 


From the other room, through the wall, | heard Slash laugh. Was that motherfucker actually laughing at me? "Fuck you Slash! Just fuck youl" | shout through the wall 


| got back a full guitar scale as an answer. So fucking effortlessly played. And he was probably high as shit! That son of a bitch. "Oh yeah? Two can play that game fucker!" 
| shout, replacing my acoustic for my black Gibson. The scales came effortlessly to me too. But fucking Slash had a natural ability that | couldn't match. No matter how 
much | try. 


| hang my head and shake it. | sat with the guitar on my lap, feeling total defeat. That's when | heard the intro notes for Poison's Every Rose Has Its Torn “Poison? Fucking 
really?" | shout. But then | realized why Slash chose it. | was Axis thorn And without even noticing, | was playing along. 


Slash was my biggest enemy now. But he was still a hell of a guitarist to play with. It was a shame | fucked everything up. We could be laying cool riffs right now. But | 
ruined that. | made the first move. | started all of this. And | did that all by myself. 


HK 
| heard that the bar was open only for the band and friends during dinner. | ordered up a bottle of gin to be brought up to my room. And | told the bell boy to go to hell 
when he said they didn't have my favorite brand of gin So steak and kidney pie and Bombay Sapphire instead of his beloved Tangeray. But it had to do. 


| smoked my cigarettes and drank my gin | felt so fucking alone. It was so quiet. Unusually quiet for a small hotel with a rock band and its entourage. | highly doubt they're 


all asleep. 


"Fuck it all" | said, grabbing my jacket. I'd go to the bar. With a little luck maybe I'll drink myself to death. However, watching Axl's stupid little game wasn't the best idea, 
but if | didn't, the temptation of knocking on Steven's door to ask for a dart would be to strong to ignore. 


| thought the place would be filled to the brim with people. But the first thing | notice is Duff and Alan snoring on two separate couches. Our entire crew was either asleep 


on chairs or gone already. Guess the party's over. 


On a love seat, Steven had Erin on his lap. He was kissing her neck while she giggled. Slut. She told me she loved me, more than Axl. Where the fuck was she when | needed 


someone to hold me as | grasp for reasons not to kill myself. She wouldn't even help me get to Axl. 


Slash was at the bar. But he was passed the fuck out with his face rested in a puddle of spit. Alcohol and jet lag were finally doing their job on him. Good. At least | know 


he's not all over Axl. 


And then | saw Axl. And only because the bartender decided to put the mirrored ball to work He was dancing alone with a bottle of Jack dangling from one hand. Lonely 
dancer completely wasted to his beloved Elton John Tiny Dancer. 


| ordered a drink and watched him. Axl always loved to dance, unlike me. | would only dance if | was wasted And | was pretty fucking drunk right now. Drunk enough to 
dance. Drunk enough to try. 


| circled Axl slowly. That made him get that brilliant smile | loved so much. He was drunkenly gesturing to me how he loved the song while he sang."Pull me closer tiny 


dancer." 
So | took my chance. | took Axl in my arms and spun him around the room. Axl's arms wrap around my neck, dropping the bottle to hold me even closer to him. He felt so 
perfect in my arms. | didn't want to ever let him go. | can feel him burying his nose in my neck His hand goes into my hair. | close my eyes and draw in a breath. | knew 


he still loved me. Maybe he's gonna finally let me do the same. 


| wanted this one perfect moment to last a lifetime. But it only lasted a second. The moment was stolen. And | was violently pulled away from Axl. It caused me to stumble 


backwards. My face was immediately on fire. 
Slash was head to head with me. "Get the fuck away from him!" Slash spat, pushing me backwards. 
"Or whati?" | ask pushing Slash sharply in return 

"Or MI kick your fucking ass!" Slash screamed at me. 


"Fucking try you big pussy! Fucking try and | swear to everything that's fucking holy I'll break your goddamn neck!" | hiss. Slash better thank his lucky fucking stars that | 
couldn't bring my gun to Europe. 


Then Erin and Steven get in the middle of us. Steven is trying to pry Slash away. Erin was trying the same with me. And it really pissed me off. "Don't you fucking touch 


me, bitch! "| screamed at her as | push her. | shove her so hard she falls backwards into a low table. She breaks it then hits the floor. 
"What the fuck, Izzy dude!" Steven screamed at me. "You go around hurting girls now?" 
| look at Erin on the floor. | was deeply ashamed of myself. | tried to help her up, but she shoved my hand away with a “Fuck you, Izzy." 


| felt cold eyes from all directions. Even Axl's. | ran from the bar, and into the cold English night. What the fuck was happening to me? 


Patience In The Making 


Patience In The Making 
Axl 


My eyes blankly stare up at the ceiling of my hotel room. Slash's lips were wrapped around my dick. | had a hand rested on his head, pretending to be into this. But | wasn't 


really into it. | could still smell Izzy in my nostrils. 


Izzy, Izzy, Izzy.fuck how | wished it was Izzy with me now. | admit that Slash had technique, but it wasn't the technique | wanted. | wasn't entirely sure that even sheer 
desperation would make it work. | tried to lay blame on the lithium, but the truth was, the blame was entirely Izzy's. 


Izzy had made me hate this young plump set of lips on me. | hated Slash in every way except musically. Acting as though | didn't was becoming more and more difficult. 


Damn, if my body would only respond, just go into some sort of automatic mode. 
"I so want you to fuck me." Slash moaned around my glands. 


My eyes just stay fixated on the ceiling, rolling in my skull. There was no appeal in Slash's words to me at all. [+ didn't turn me on | didnt find them erotic at all. But | knew 
| had a plan to stick to. I've just got to find a way to get into this. 


"Then ride me." | said, hoping my barely half hard dick would go unnoticed. 


Slash sat up and began undressing. My eyes remained where they had been all along. | shut them a slight second as Slash lowered his ass down on me. | didn't want to be 
here. | didn't want to be doing this with Slash. 


| fought off the images of corn stalks trying to infiltrate my mind. | couldn't think about that now. But then, | couldn't bring myself to think about Slash either. Maybe | did 
need to think about the corn field after all. 


"Come on, move with me," Slash panted with a hand bearing down on my chest. 


| looked up at him. His head was thrown back and his eyes closed He was moaring obserely and | just wanted him to shut the fuck up. All | could think about was Slash 
doing that with Izzy. That definitely wasn't gonna make my dick work. 


Izzy. The fucking slut. Bastard. All those times that Slash and Izzy fucked around behind my back remained at the forefront of my mind. | never had kicked Slash's ass for 
it. Duff got Izzy. But | had played the better man. 


"Being the better man cost you your sanity." 
"What did you say?" | asked Slash, afraid | had spoken my thoughts out loud. 
"| said | want it harder." Slash panted on top of me.'Come on," Slash panted again, moving more violently, riding me as if | were a fucking bull. 


| fought against the thought of long narrow leaves blowing in the breeze of my imagination. My hands briskly grabbed Slash's hips. | thrusted hard. Slash seemed to like 
being stuffed full. Well, as full as my dick is capable of right now. 


"we belong to each other forever." Comes the sound of Izzy's soft voice. 
"He lied to you, Axl" 
". [ll always be yours." 


"What are you saying?" | say becoming alarmed. | couldn't distinguish between my thoughts. Was | talking, thinking? Or was it someone else? Please God just let it all be in 
my head 


"Yeesssss," Slash hissed, oblivious to anything but his own pleasure. 


| watched him move and writhe. Disgusting. | felt filthy. | grabbed Slash's wrist from where he was bearing down on my chest. | pulled it off me and onto the mattress. | 


wanted his hands on me as little as possible.This so isn't where | wanna be. 


Then | found the battle being lost. The image of Izzy formed crystal clear in my mind. Izzy. Irresistibly flawed, yet so fucking perfect. Pink lightning perfect. No. No | can't 
think about that. Izzy's gone. He's not here. He broke my heart and fractured my mind. Why can't | just not think about him? 


| growled, "Ughhh, is that the best you can fucking do?!" 


Slash hesitated to look at me but soon carried on with more up and down motion What he was doing was probably fine, and might work for anyone else. But | dont want 


Slash. Not even just a little. He wasn't what | needed. | needed.. 
"Thats it, fuck me," Slash panted, trying to rape my thoughts. 


But it was too late. | could smell freshly greased train wheels. Sort of a gas smell mixed with Vaseline. | could feel the crisp air like at Halloween time. | could almost hear 


the trains whistle. And | remembered Izzy's scarf Just plain drab gray, but | remember how it felt and the way it carried Izzy's scent. Oh Izzy. Goddamn you Izzy. 
"That's how strong my love is." 

‘Liar! A voice screamed in my head 

My eyes were as wide as plates then | know that | didn't think that it say it Slash wasn't saying anything more than his usual self serving sexual demands. 


"Oh yeah! That's it! Harder!" Slash commanded. 


| broke away from my thoughts to look up at Slash again Despite his beauty, he just wasn't what | wanted. | mean, after everything, how could | want him? | was limp. Plain 
and simply just limp. 


| stopped the lithium 4 days ago hoping it would give me a time frame to fuck Slash into next year Hoping and hoping it would be my last resort. The one to stick with 
what Duff and | had designed. It was failing. Duff had been a tremendous help to me in the last months. | wanted to do the one thing he asked for. | owed him that. 


| growled and fought to focus on the hole wrapped around my cock. But. It. Wasn't. Fucking. Working. | grasped Slash's hips hard. | shove him off me, sweating and cursing. 
"Just fucking stop already!" 


Slash sat back, looking confused. He couldn't understand what happened. Why was | yelling? Why was | moving away? Why? Why? Why? And | really hate that sad doe eyed 


expression on his face. 
"What's the problem angel?" 

"Ill always be your Argel." 

| grab Slash's arms and throw him down on the mattress. | hover over him with my eyes clouding over. "What the fuck did you call mel?" 

"L I didn't say anything!" Slash stammered. 

"What the fuck are you talking about? You've been talking shit this whole time!" | growl dangerously. 

"Axl, | didn't say anything, let go of me, you're scaring mel" He seems just short of panic, but then, he is a fucking pussy. | slowly moved off Slash and out of the bed. 


| run my hand over my face, shaking my head. "I'm sorry. | didn't, fuck, | didn't mean to scare you. Fucking shit!" | shout, and feel rage rip through me. | grab the TV set 
and throw it right through the window. 


I look at Slash again He was pale. He was frozen with his back plastered against the headboard, 
"Just Just stay still for a minute, will you?" | asked, making a titanic effort not to listen to the voices taunting me. 
"You should kill that big pussy!" The voice told me, snickering 

"Shut up! Just shut up!" | screamed, looking at the ceiling with my hands balled into fists. 

"That's it, m calling Izzy" Slash said, picking up the phone. 


| moved to the side of the bed and ripped the phone cord from the wall. | wrapped the cord around my hands. "If you mention Izzy again in my presence, | swear to God I'l 
choke you to death." And | was honestly serious. 


| was distracted by a knock on the door. Slash ran to it, and | threw the cord in the thrash. It was Erin, with Steven in tow. 
"We were passing by and we heard the screams. Axl, is everything all right?" Erin asked looking at me carefully. 
"Go get Duff will you honey?" | ask as | sit on the bed. 


"Duff? Why the fuck do we need Duff here?" Slash intervened. "We can manage on our own, thank you." 


"Slash, please. Just, just sit down will you? Erin please. Go and get Duff | say trying to block Slash out completely. 
"Sure. Come on Steven," she says leading him out of the room with her. 

"Are you guys gonna be all right on your own'? Steven asked tugging against Erin 

"Just go," | pleaded, 

"Axl, whats going on? Why do you want Duff here?" Slash asked, lightening a cigarette with trembling hands. 

"You rather call Izzy? Yeah | bet you'd like that, huh?" | said, my body wracked by violent spasms. 

"Nol Listen to mel | just wanna know what's wrong?!" Slash tried to explain 

"Just Fuck Just shut up will you? | asked softly. “Sit down, calm down, everything will be ok," | try to assure him. Myself even more. 
Slash sat on the bed bewildered. 'If you say so” 

There was a soft knock on the door. Slash got up and let Duff in the room. He did his best to not even look at him. 
"What's going on?" Duff asked, slurring slightly 

"You're drunk" Slash observed. 

"So?" Duff half huffs, half chuckles. 

"Duff Please." | said closing my eyes. 

"Please what? What's going on here?" He asks approaching me and bending down in front of me. 

"| can't" | say wiping a tear from my eye. 

"Can't what?" Duff asked trying to get me to look at him. 

"| can't satisfy him" | finally say shaking my head. “I laid off the lithium, and | still cart get hard. | can't" 

"You did what?!" Both Duff and Slash said at the same time. 

"Axl for Christ sakel You can't just stop taking your pills!" Duff exclaimed, putting both hands on his head. 

"| know. | thought. | thought it would help," | shrug, 

"What do you want me to do?" Duff asked. 

"Fuck him" | said pointing at Slash. 

"Do what?" Duff asked, disbelief written all over his face. 

‘| want you to fuck him," | repeat myself 

"Axl, | don’t think this is a good idea lm ok with whatever, really" Slash started 


"Hs ok baby. It's not like you two will be doing anything behind my back," | smirk at Slash, "I'm all right with it, you have my expressed permission It's all good baby." | said, 
looking more at Duff than at Slash when | said it. 


"Will it help you?" Duff asked. "Will you go back on your meds if | do it?" 
"| promise," | nod. 
"Hey! I'm in the room tool" Slash exclaimed. "Don't you think you should ask me what | want?" 


"Look at him." | said looking at Slash and pointing at Duff. "Look at him and tell me you dont want him." 


Slash looked at Duff briefly, then at his feet. As | assumed, he wouldn't say no. "And you." | turned to Duff, "Look at him and tell me you don't want him" 
"This is shit is fucking crazy," Duff said, sitting on the bed, "Am | supposed to forget everything he's done to me? To us?" 
"Yes," | said, "Yes you should No point in denying it anymore." 


| stood and looked at my reflection in the mirror. But instead of seeing my tear stained face, | was met with a dangerous grin Thats not my grin | have absolutely nothing 


to smile about 
"Ill go now. | need to get my head straight," | said getting up. 

"What about." Duff started to speak, but | stopped him. 

"We'll talk about that in a few days. It stands, as far as lm concerned Let's see how you feel about it later," | sigh opening the door. 
"Axl wait" | turn to see Slash looking at me. 

"You two belong together. Just fucking work it out," | said, shutting the door with a click 


| started walking. | had no idea where to go. | decided to get a new room for just myself. But the hotel corridor was twisting, the elevators seemed farther and farther 
away. It felt like reality trying to shift. | couldn't give in | had to fight it. 


Dope. | needed dope. | couldn't ask Izzy, he was sober. But if | could just get to Steven's room, he might be able to hook me up with a fix. 


| hold onto the walls. | felt dizzy. | started knocking on every door | passed, because | had no idea where Steven's room was anyway. A few members of the crew started to 


come out. Finally | find Steven and he gives me enough dope to keep the voices out of my head until the medication that Erin gave me started to kick in 
| didnt want the drugs to get high with them. | just wanted to make the voices go the fuck away. And fast. So | find the fire escape. | climb it until Im on the roof 
"What a fucking joke, you are Axl" 

"Get out of my head!" | screamed into the night, grabbing at it and trying to squeeze them out 


It was a bitter cold night. The sun was almost trying to appear on the horizon. | sat on the hard roof and tried to light the foil unsuccessfully. | put it down, cold sweat 


running down my back. Goddamrit. 


"You can't get a hard on, you can't light your own dope, you can't even keep your man No wonder Izzy went to him. No wonder Slash didn't put up any fight when you 
handed him back to Duff like he was a bundle. Nobody wants you. Nobody loves you." 


"STOP IT! | BEG YOU STOP ITI" | wailed, warm tears scalding my face in the cold right air. 
"Billy!" 


| barely acknowledged the arms wrapping around me. "Make it stop. Make it go away" | sobbed. Then through my tears, Izzy's face came into focus. Was he real? Was he 


here with me or just in my head? 
"Let's go back inside Fireball, you're freezing out here" Izzy tried to coax me up. 

"Make it stop. Moke it stop," | begged. 

Izzy krealt down and peered into my frantic eyes, "I will baby, let's go inside first. Ok? Come on," he says carefully lifting me up. 


| let Izzy guide me back into the hotel and into his room. | sat down on Izzy's bed. He wrapped a blanket around me. | handed Izzy the crumpled foil and the straw. Izzy 


realized what it was and drew in a breath. 
"Make it go away," | look at him with tears. 
"Where's Slash?" Izzy asked, making short work on transferring the dope into a spoon. 


"Slash, Slash, always Slash! He's with Duff! He's where he always should have stayed!" | weapt profusely, covering my face with my hands. "I hate him so fucking much! | 
hate youl | hate myself for hating everyone! | hate the voices that don't let me think clearly! " 


| could clearly see a pang of pain on Izzy's face. | bhad never told him that | hated him before. He looked down at the junk in his hands. "I'm sorry," he barely whispered. 


“Everything wrong with me is your fucking fault!" | say jumping up and pacing the room erratically. | was so mad at him. So fucking hurt and utterly destroyed. But 
goddamn me, | fucking loved him. 


Izzy swallowed hard and looked away from his hands. "Is that what you've been telling yourself to sleep at night? You know, | could just as easily say that all my problems 


are because of you too," he sadly shrugs. 
"Then say itl" | growl grabbing my head. 

Izzy sat the dope down ‘No, | don't think that: | could never hate you. You know that" 

"Just kill him" 

"Fuck!" | shout grabbing the tv and flipping it. 

| rest my palms where it had been and tried to calm down. | raised my head and was met with a mirror. | narrowed my eyes at the smile on the face | saw. 
"Just give me five minutes with Izzy," the reflection moaned at me. | couldn't look away from that smile. So playfully mischievous. 


When | turned around Izzy could see the sly smile on my face. | slowly swayed over to Izzy, feeling as though | wasn't even doing it. Someone else was in control of my 


body. But | could see it all happening. Izzy just looked on in confusion. My arms raise and go around his neck. | leaned into him and kissed him like it had been a year. 


Izzy sucked in a breath and his hands got lost in my long hair. His heart pounded against my chest. But then | suppose Izzy found his senses coming back to him. What | 


was doing didn't make sense. The kiss didn't make sense. 


Izzy's hands found my wrists. He grabbed them and pulled away from me, looking at me with a scrunched forehead Whoever was in control of me chuckled lowly and looked 


at lzzy with a diabolical grin None of it made fucking sense. 


It didn't make sense because it wasn't me. There was no way | would have kissed him after telling him that | hated him. Izzy kept a firm grip on my wrists. Surely he 


knows what too. It's not me Izzy! 
Hs look seemed to realize something wasn't right with me. "Who are you" He careful asked looking deeply into my eyes. 

"Oh Izzy, | think we both know Im exactly what you want" | tried to lean forward and kiss lzzy again but Izzy moved back further, still grasping at my wrists. 
"Axe?" 

"Don't you wanna fuck me baby? Come on, fuck me," purred the sound of my voice, but it wasn't my will to say it 

Izzy let go of me and shock his head in disbelief. "No.l'm not goma fuck you" 

"Oh why not?" My lips pouted. 


"Because you're not yourself right now darlin You'd regret it. Then it would make it that much harder for us to fix anything between us. Yes, | want you. Yes, god yes.. but 


Im rot gonna hurt the chances of us getting back together to do it | love you too much" 
| blinked and could feel the sexy smirk leave my face. 

"He's lying," a bitter voice tells me. 

My head slowly fell as tears fell along with it "Please make it stop," | said regaining control 


Izzy quickly picked up the spoon and a lighter. He grabbed a straw and placed it in his teeth. Hs arms went around my waist and he moved me back to the bed and sat me 
down He cut the straw in two and placed the end to my quivering lips. "Here, take this," Izzy said softly. 


He struck a lighter and held the spoon under the straw in my mouth. When the grey smoke started to rise he instructed me to suck. | could tell that familiar smell 
taunted him, but he wanted to prove that he was stronger than that to me. 


"Again," he said, striking the lighter. 
After four hits he sat it on the nightstand and took the straw out of my lips. He lift my chin and looked at my relaxed expression. 
"You ok?" He asked me. 


| nodded and lay my head in Izzy's lap. He ran his fingers through my hair. 


"if | cant have you right now, I'll wait dear." Izzy hummed to me in that low drawl of his. "All we need it's just a little patience." 


And | closed my eyes and listened to Izzy's voice. It felt so safe. | felt my body grow heavier and the voices in my head started fading. It wasn't long before | off to the 


melody of a sweet lullaby to my mangled senses. 


Damn Your Eyes 


Damn Your Eyes 
Duff 


| don't know what the hell is going on anymore. I'm not with Slash. But apparently I'm stuck babysitting him. | don't know where Axl is going with this. | don't know how Slash 
is looking at this either. Surely he knows that we are in no way fucking. Nor are we trying to work anything out. l'm here to make sure he stays off dope. 


"Where have you been?" He slurs at me the second | walk in my room. 


He's all sprawled in my bed His hands are busy with a half empty bottle of Jack He was so drurk | could barely understand the question Better question, why is he asking 


me? Does he actually think it's his business? 
"None of your business," | frown 


We were back in LA. It was just a short stop before taking off to Japan We were booked with 3 shows to tighten up our set, 3 fully sold arenas. We were put up in a hotel 


by the label. As Alan put it, so we could be watched Like anyone would disappear just when our dream was about to materialize before our eyes. 
"We've got sound check in an hour, pull your shit together" | said dryly. 

Slash huffed from the bed, then laughed. "So we can just pretend to be one big, happy family?" He sing songed. 

"Keep your witty remarks to yourself, will you? We could've been if you weren't so fucking selfish," Im all too happy to remind him. 


| start picking out his clothes for the show. | wasn't in a mood to argue. Pretence for pretence sake was a bitch. But if Slash thought that Axl handing him back to me 


would ease him back in my favor, he had another thing coming all together. 


| haven't laid a finger on him. Hell, | had barely talked to him. How could |? What the fuck were we supposed to talk about? | haven't forgotten anything. Not one thing. Slash 
didn't try anything either. | suspect he knows he'd be severely rebuffed if he tried We shared the same room. And for all to see, we're perfectly contented together. 


"Im going to the bar. There's coke in my toiletry bag if you need a bump" | said, picking up my jacket. 
"Are you not showering?” Slash asked 
Observant son of a bitch. "Don't want one." 


"You never put clean clothes on unless you shower." Slash said, eyebrows creased above those dark eyes that | had once adored. Hal Izzy had loved those eyes too. "I guess 


there's a first for everything." | said, shutting the door with force. 

The truth was | had showered A long, steamy hot shower in Axl's room. It wasn't even planned. | had knocked on his door just to check up on him. He was heading to the 
shower himself. | sat on the toilet while Axl took his clothes off. His skin was pale and beautiful. It looked like it was made of candle wax. We made small talk about the set 
list. The new lighting canons. We were both kinda excited with the prospect of going to Japan. 


"Hs a long fucking flight" | said to Axl. My voice is betraying me and giving away how much | hate flying. Nothing worse for panic attacks than feeling helpless. And 36,000 
feet in the air trapped in a tin can, felt pretty helpless. 


"You'll be all right. Just hang on to big baby and you'll be fine." Axl laughed. 
| got up and opened the shower curtain "Don't laugh at me Axl. You don't know how hard it's been" 


And | just couldn't help looking at the water running across Axl's smooth body. The topic in my head started morphing into something way off the subject. Axl's eyes met 


mine. They were as green as the Pacific on a sunny day. What was it about people's eyes that made them so unique? 
"Im sorry. | didn't mean to make fun," he says sincerely. 


"Let me in the shower Axl. Please." | asked. Axl, already red from the water, blushed even more as my hungry eyes scanned his body. | wanted him. | can't want Slash, but | 


do want Axl. 
"Yeah Come in if you want," he shrugged. 
| kicked my boots off as Axl lifted my t-shirt over my head. | get in, standing in front of him. "Damn you." | whispered as the shower spray hit my skin. 


"Damn me?" 


"Yes. Damn you and your eyes," | gulp as my hands go to his face. | leaned down and | kissed him. It was maybe the hottest sex | had had in a long while. Because it was 
long and deliberate. 


Because it was more about kissing. Long mouthfuls of tongue. It was more about touching. The slippery, sudsy wetness that made my fingers glide over his burning flesh. It 
was more about feeling than fucking. It was all the senses engaged. It was hearing Axl's ragged breathing. The moans that went up in pitch and intensity until Axl was 
groaning my name inside his mouth. His legs wrapped around my waist so tightly that when | walked out of the shower and into the bedroom Axl was firmly locked on him. 
One long last moan that had all the hairs on my body raised. 

"Axl." 

"Yes." 

"Axl." 


"Yes." 


All between short, sharp kisses interchanged with long moaning ones that left both of us exhausted and sated. Something was wrong. Something was going to go really 
wrong, | could just feel it. | couldn't just pin point what. 


RR 


When | got to the bar, Steven had Erin on his lap in the immediate corner. They were just flipping through a magazine and giggling. They looked cute together, suited even, 
given they were both as shallow as a frying pan | greeted them warmly. Then | sat in the middle of the long empty counter. 


| noticed Izzy sitting alone on the other corner. A bottle of gin was beside his glass. His pageboy hat was skewed side ways. Great, another one that's wasted. 


Axl didn't take long to appear. He gave Erin a soft peck on the lips. Then playfully smacked Steven on the head when he offered his pursed lips for a kiss too. | chuckled. 


Axl's good mood was plain for every one to see. 


He sat at the bar at some prudential distance from me. He ordered a Pepsi. jthen Slash let himself fall heavily by my side. He asked for a double Jack on the rocks. We all 


drank quietly for a while. The silence was only broken ocasionally by Erin's giggles. 
"What's with you?" Izzy drawled suddenly. We all looked at him. 

"Who are you talking to, Izzy?" Axl asked without taking his eyes from his Pepsi can 
"lm talking to you" Izzy said, standing up and walking towards Axl 


| noted Izzy's stance. His head was slightly down, though he was looking up through strands of hair in his face. His fists were so clenched they were white. | had seen Izzy 
mad before, but this was diabolical in nature. 


| glanced at Axl who was carrying on with his look of detachment. He didn't seem tense at all. But | was tense. | could feel the storm forming. Drunk Izzy was never fucking 


good. | don't know what he's so pissed about. | don't care, | just don't want a fucking drunken fight. 


Izzy swayed, giving away how drunk he was, and Axl sighed. Drurk Izzy with that kind of look on his face definitely wasn't a good thing. And he was focused on Axl. Axl 
didn't need his fucking shit right now. 


"Why do you look like that?" Izzy growled in an octive lower than his normal super soft voice. 


"Like what?" Axl raised his head slightly. ‘Try me’ was written all over his face. He certainly wasn't gonna back down. But then, Axl's dealt with Drunk Izzy more than any of 
us. If these two shared anything, it was the ability to predict each other's actions. 


"Like you just got fucked rine ways to Sunday!" Izzy said raising his voice. Oh, that's what this is about.. 


Axl just smirked at Izzy's drunken jealousy. He brought his can to his mouth , but Izzy grabbed it and hurled it into the rack of bottles behind the bar before he had the 
chance to drink from it. Axl just sighed and turnedHe stepped up toe to toe with Izzy showing zero fear. 


"H's not your business Izzy. You and | ain't got no ties anymore,” he tells him. 
"That why you were begging me to fuck you in England?! Cuz we ain't got any fucking ties?! Because you don't want me anymore?!" Izzy was screaming in his face. 
"| never begged you for shit!" 


"The fuck you didn't! Somebody did! Maybe one of your many fucking personalities you crazy fuck!! You crawled up me and fucking attacked mel! You told me to fuck youll" 


Izzy insisted. Hr grabbed Axl's arms roughly and shook him until Axl's teeth rattled. "I know you remember it somewhere in your goddamn fucked up head!" 

"Oh yeah, you're just a corner stone of mental fucking health Izzll You're just as fucking crazy as | aml!" He shout shucking Izzy's hands off his arms. 

"That's fucking bullshit! | have never once played any games with you Axl! | have never tried to snap your fucking mind like a twig! And | never fucking left you until Slash! 
How many times have you left me Axe?! How many times did you try to make me jealous and get into fights just to make you feel better about yourself?! How many little 


twisted games have | played with your head?!" He grabbed him again 


Axl shoved Izzy off him. "You left me in Indianal How many nights did you leave me all alone to go sell dope?! Do you know what it did to me every time you left to sell 
dope?! After all the muggings and rapes, you'd still go out there and risk your life for that poison!" 


Izzy grabbed Axl once more by the arms and slammed him face down in the bar. 


| jumped from my stool and pulled Izzy away from Axl. He gave me a hard look Like he would fucking kill me if | didn't get off him. It did cause me to pause. Izzy leaned 
close to Axl's ear . "| had no other choicel | still don't have a choice! They don't ever let you walk away! l'im in it for fucking lifell And | fucking did it for youll" 


"Yeah, thanks a lot for that one. God, maybe you were just always destined to be a stupid junkie," Axl was trying to push Izzy's buttons. | was afraid of how Izzy was gonna 
react. | just tried to ready myself for whatever it may be. 


Izzy lunged for Axl again, and this time it took all the strength | had to pull him away. But | managed to shove Izzy across the room. "You lay a finger on him again and I'l 
fucking kick your ass!" | shouted, pointing my finger at Izzy. 


"What are you now? his protector? He was fucking Slash right under your nose until a week ago!" Izzy screamed. 
"| don't give a fuck what you say Izzy. At least he wasn't behind my back like you were." | answered. 
Izzy was about to say something, but by then, everyone was heading for the van. He showed up to the van, somewhat calmed, but still quite drunk 


JERE 


The show was routine at best. Steven fucked up one song completely by throwing everyone else off beat. Axl almost walked off the stage mid show due to it. Slash almost 
fell off the stage, the booze and the coke making him run and jump up and down like a man possessed. 


| just observed everything from under a cowboy hat. Axl gave a flaming performance, even if it was shadowed by the innumerous fuck ups. Izzy was so drunk he played 


the whole set sitting on his butt on top of a speaker. But the crowd didn't seem to notice anything, and it amazed me to see our songs being chanted by them. 
When it finished, | tread my way through the maze backstage and found Axl drinking water behind a screen 

"Are you all right?" | asked him softly. 

"Im good" Axl smiled. | felt his heart skip a beat. What the hell? 

"Listen" | said, taking Axis hand in mine, "what about we skip the after party and you wait for me in your room?" 

"What about Slash?" Axl asked, wrapping his arms around my neck 

| was about to answer when we heard steps coming toward us. We parted quickly as | tried to quickly recover. "Good show huh?" | said to Axl. 


He spun around to see Izzy looking intently at us. Behind Izzy was Slash, also looking, his bottom lip trembling. Izzy's eyes suspiciously traved back and forth from me to 
Axl. Izzy wasn't stupid. He had amazing instincts. And his instincts were telling him that something was definately up here. 


Destroyed 


Slash 


| was supposed to be doing an interview. Supposed to be. | had showered, shaved, didn't drink an hour before leaving the room. Then | drive to the place | was supposed to 


be meeting the reporter. | park. | look up at the building. Then my brain started with "Who gives a fuck?".| didnt want to be there. 


So | put my car in reverse and | left. | just couldn't talk about the band right now. I'm so fucking lost that | can't even think straight anyway. This whole band was fucking 
falling apart like wet newspaper. And | was falling apart too! | mean.who the fuck am | even with? Duff, or Axl? 


| was starting to think Duff. But after the gig last right, after running into he and Axl, | ended up leaving with Axl. But not before Izzy could make assumptions about the 
guilty looks they both had on their faces when we ran into them. But | agree, they did look guilty. They weren't doing anything at all, they just looked.guilty. Like kids with 
their hands caught in the cookie jar. 


They were hiding something. Something wasn't right. And that just ate my brain away like acid. What the hell was up with them? And which one was | actually feeling 
something for..? God fucking knows.. | mean off course | still loved Duff, but being around him is really hard. With Axl it's just easier. And yeah, the words ‘Axl and ‘easier’ 
definitely don't go together. 


Anyhow, so | left with Axl. | asked him, hey man, what the fuck? You know, he handed me to Duff, he just fucking left me there. One minute we're fucking, the next I'm 
being traded like a used fucking record. So then | end up staying with Duff. Now here's Axl telling me, ‘oh baby, it was one of my other personalities’. And you know, 
normally | would say that's the lamest thing I've ever heard. But with Axl, there's actually the possibility that that's the honest to God truth. Nobody on this earth was as 
crazy as Axl. So lm fucking all twisted over this shit.my head is spinning. God | really need a fucking drink.. 


| get back to the hotel and let the valet park my car. | go up to our floor and reach in my pocket for the key. | pull out two. | forget that | still had the key to Duff's 
room too. That's good, | left my jacket in his room. I'll just go grab it. He's probably out drinking anyway. 


| walk to Duff's room and stick the key in the lock and unlock it. | push the door open and light from the hallway spills inside and casts a glow over the bed. Two faces turn 
to look at me. My mouth falls open. Not because Duff's with someone else. Its because of who he's with. Oh my FUCKING GOD. 


It's Axl. Axl! | thought | was with Axl.. Or maybe Duff? What. The. Fuck? 


"Holy fucking shit" | gaped. | can't believe what the fucking I'm looking at. Then they start moving around and getting dressed.well, less naked. And my blood pressure starts 


rising. 
"Why are you here?!" Duff shouts at me. Almost tripping as he jumps into his leather pants. 

"Wow. So | guess this explains why Izzy's been being so weird And why Erin is suddenly fucking Stevie huh?" | shake my head a bit and stare up at Axl. My blood starts 
boiling. "So is this you or one of your other personalities? Real cute. Can't get it up huh? Looks like it was working just fine to me. Wasn't it, Duff?" | smirk, folding my 


arms. But | was getting angrier. Fuck both of them! 


Axl gives me a spiteful look. "Yeah, it was working just fine. It just cant work for you. l.. |." He looks up at the ceiling as if he has cheat notes to this conversation written 


out on the ceiling. ".. detest you." Ouch. Tell me how you really feel, you sadistic psychopath. lIl share what I'm feeling next. 


"Really? Then why would you even pretend to be with me? What exactly was the point of that!?" | fight off the tears that are threatening to work up in my eyes. | try to 
focus on the rage behind them. 


"To keep you off me, and to keep me from going back to you." Duff sighs and runs a hand through his hair. | stared. Despite me being angry, none of this was making any 


damn bit of sense. It came in waves: anger, hurt, then anger again And it wasn't getting any better. 


"And whose idea was that?" | ask looking back and forth between them. | tried to combat the shock | was experiencing. I've caught these two like this before. It didn't feel 


the same way this time. Last time | was hurt, this time | was hurt and pissed. 
"Mine," Duff sighs and stares at the floor. 


| look over at Axl and feel fire spread through me. "Oh | get what you're part in all this is. You are just trying to stick it to Izzy. And you were fucking using me to do it? 
Am | right?!" | shout with balled fists. 


"And so what if | was?" He huffs. 


He has the balls to sit there and rub it in my fucking face? To show me just how much | mattered in all this? Why me? | just found him fucking Duff! "Why not just Duff 
then!?" | shout at him. 


"Try using your head for once," he rolls his eyes at me, "Izzy expects Duff. Me and Duff are the two scorned lovers. Of course we're gonna be fucking consorting." He 
stares at me for a minute. He's looking at me like l'm a bug he wants to squash. "But you.. Well, Izzy never had feelings for Duff. But with you | got to drive the knife just 
a little bit deeper, didn't 1? But you walking in on me and Duff couldn't have fucking played out any fucking better. Talk about Divine Interventions." 

And hes just smirking at me and it fucking hurts. So beautiful, yet so spitefully cruel. His little game with Izzy has got all of us tangled up in it's web. Fuck him! 


"You deserve every last pain Izzy and | ever cost you," | growl. 


Axl jumps up and starts for me. | rare back my fist to swing. Duff leaps over the bed and gets in the middle of us just as l'm swinging and | end up clocking him in the jaw. 


He winces and blocks me from Axl who's screaming behind him. 
"| bet it didn't even hurt! | bet you hit like the bitch you arell" 
| just look up at Duff. Going through him to get the the son of a bitch asshole behind him wasn't even worth it. | just shake my head, turn around and fucking leave. 


As | drive | just keep thinking about how stupid | was to think Axl gave a flying fuck about me. | was a pawn. A fucking pawn to help him get back or get even with Izzy. 
Hope Duff really doesn't think he's anything more either. He means about as much to Axl as | do. 


Axl was unobtainable to anyone. Well everyone except Izzy. And he'll take Izzy back eventually. He always fucking does. Then they can blissfully hurt each other for a few 


more years before the bottom falls out again. Those two are ruined to anyone other than themselves. 


| roar into Izzy's driveway and get out. | suppose that the star player in this sick drama should be aware that it's all been for him. Maybe he could get his psycho worse 
half under control before he brought this band down in flames. 


| knock at his door and wart for him to answer. He sighs when he sees me. "What are you doing here Slash? He wasn't at all happy to see me. 
"Can | come in?" | ask 

He let's me in but | can tell is reluctantly. "I just came from the hotel. | found Axl and Duff fucking” | say sitting down on his couch. 

Izzy's expression doesr't even change. "Did you think you were coming to tell me something that | didn't already know?" He sighs with an exhasperated lock 

| huff, "Well are you aware that all that shit with me was to get back at you too? 

He slightly nods, "I figured as much. He thinks that would hurt me more. Tit for tat, you know?" 

| stand up and cross over to him, "Yeah? Im up for a little revenge myself," | smile and stroke his cheek 

Izzy grabs my hand, "Fucking don't" 

"Don't what?" | smile innocently. 

"Don't think that | would even consider it Slash. What you and me.had.that shits over. It's never gonna happen again so stop fucking trying. | don't like hurting you 
"You don't like funy, yet you're so good at it, | snarl, "I lost Duff because of you." 

"| think you and | share that responsibility," he sighs again 

| stressed at him with a half gaping jaw. Why hadn't | seen it before? Izzy used me just lke Axl did! For the sake if their stupid pathetic fucking game with each other. 


"You two.how can you take everyone around you down with you? For a fucking game?" | ask incrediously. Izzy just looks at me blankly and void of all emotion “That's the 


only way you two feel like you matter to the other isn't it? When you think someone else might actually want the other!?" 
Izzy rolls his eyes, "You couldn't understand if you tried" 


"Oh | think I'm finally starting to get it," | smirk. "The two of you are ruined for anyone but yourselves! You don't give a fuck who gets in the way of the natural disaster 
you two radiate! You don't give a shit who goes down in the pathll You're both as sick and twisted as Nikki!" 


Izzy's eyes grow dark and before | know it, in two seconds my head met drywall. | was staring into a pair of smoldering hazel eyes and my feet were barely touching the 


carpet. 


"Toke that shit back, motherfucker," Izzy growled through clenched teeth. The tone in his voice meant danger. His fingers tightened on my shirt. But | wasn't scared. | was 
pissed. 


"Still defending him | see," | grin. "And you always will, won't you? Why the fuck did you have to destroy my relationship to improve yours? You're both fucking cruel people 
Izzy. And you both deserve everything you don't get from the other. You deserve to be miserable together forever. But the rest of us don't. The band doesn't need your 


games. We have a number one song. We should be writing another record but none of us can fucking stand each other because of you and Axl" 


Izzy slowly loosens his grip on my shirt. His brows furrowed slightly as he stares at me. He takes a step back from me and runs his hand across his face. "Get the fuck 


out of here Slash." 


"Fucking gladly!" | snap jerking my shirt straight. | head right out his front door and slam it hard on my way out. Fuck him too. Fuck all of them. They want to crash and 
burn everything for the band, fine, | can help them along! 


| drive to my dealers place. Fucking fuck it. Drinking isn't going to do anything for this anger in me except make it worse. Nothing is gonna kill this but smack. One fucking hit 
wouldn't make me fall off the wagon. Its just one little hit to subdue the anger and pain. One hit and | won't give a fuck. 


So my dealer was on his way to reup and invites me to ride with him. So | do. It meant that | could get high a half hour sooner. So why wouldn't | ride with him? Waiting 
defiritely wouldn't do me any good. 


After a few blocks the red and blues are pulling us over. Fuck. | try to keep cool. We don't have anything on us, right? We aren't doing anything wrong. Just stay cool and 
try not to look guilty. Right? 


The cops jerk us both out of the car and throw us across the hood. Then they start searching the car while we're being hand cuffed. | don't know what the fuck is going 
on. | just stay face down on the hood like | was told. 


Break Me Down 
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Break Me Down 
Izzy 


Sometimes when you know something it's just better to pretend you don't. As they say, ignorance is bliss. Unfortunately | don't have enough ignorance to be at any sort of 


blissfull state. Yeah, Ive known all along what Axl was up to. His normal song and dance of making me rue the day | ever caused him pain 


That's something he just never lets me get away with. And | always play his game. | play it because | know it's what he wants me to do. | duck my tail between my legs 
and grovel at his feet until he finally decides that I've reveered his wrath and had enough. 


But I'm so goddamn tired of playing games. | love him. | do. | always have. And | always will. | know what Slash said is true, l'm ruined to anyone but Axl. tm not good for 
anyone but him. We've both broken each other down so many times that there's no room left for anything but our sick games. And it's not fair to all the people we get 
involved. 


| wished | had the strength to break the cycle. | wished | could just laugh in Axl's face and be done with him. Just walk away without a goodbye..But he poisoned me a long 
long time ago. He defined me. Everything | am is somehow a result of him. It ran deeper than dying for him. Dying was far too easy. No. |.lived for him. It takes so much 
more to live for a person than it does to die for them. Dying signifies an end. With living, there's no end in sight. My very breath was breathed for him. Every move | 
made was made for him. Ok, every move except the ones that involved Slash. But in some very twisted and fucked up way, even that was for Axl. Just to make him see 


me. 


It worked, but boy was he making me pay the price for it now. | had thrown myself to the floor at his feet. | begged, | plead with tear stained eyes for forgiveness. All of 
this could have ended right then and there. All he had to do was take me back. He knew he made his point. 


But | guess he thought my pain needed to be enhanced further. He needed to break me. And I'm so fucking tired of being broken. | wanted to break him back | wanted to 
set it all on fire and watch it burn. | wanted to bury it, to bury myself. 


Why do | stay sober and subject myself to this bullshit? Axl isn't gonna forgive me until he needs me. And as long as Duff is willing to subject himself to Axl's charms, it 


ain't gonna happen. He has someone to fulfill his needs, someone to worship him, a new toy to use as a pawn in our chess game. 


It hurt. It hurt to not have him. Hurt to see him with anyone else. Hurt to feel like l'm losing him. And | don't want to feel any of this anymore. | wanted to feel good things 
when | thought about him. | wanted to think about love songs and pink lightning. | wanted to smile in a mirror and be proud of who | was, proud of who he was. But we're 
both dishonorable fools. We have no nobility, no grace, no decency. We were nothing but monsters. Monsters of our own making. | didn't want to feel like a monster 


anymore. 


| always fight for him. Always. | know l'm bitching about it, but the truth is, that's all | wanted to do. | wanted to beg for the rest of my life because | don't know how to 
do anything but live for him. Does he see that? Does he know? Can't he see that I'm nothing if Im not his? And | will fight: I'll keep doing it because | don't know how to do 


anything else. 


But tonight I'm spent. Tonight there's nothing else left of me to give. Tonight I'm broken and alone. Tonight | feel the pain of a thousand daggers in my heart and | don't 


want to feel it anymore. | don't want this pain tonight. | don't want to hurt anymore. 


| walk out the door of my room and get into the elevator. | go to the lobby and have them call me a cab. | lurk in the shadows in hiding as | wait. | just didn't have the 


energy for fans telling me how great | am. They have no idea how truly horrible | was. 


Tomorrow morning we get on a plane bound for Japan. It was gonna be a really long flight. | didn't even want to go. It wasn't any fun performing when Axl and | are at odds 


with one another. | mean, we still perform for the fans, but the shows just seem bland when our hearts weren't in it. 


The cab took me to the dirty familiar streets of West Hollywood It seems like just yesterday when | was lurking on Hollywood Boulevard selling folds of smack in the 
darkness. Those weren't supposed to be the good times. But right now they look a lot better than the present. 


With a pocket full of money | seek out Jose. Jose was my connection to the Mexican cartel. | sold for him, was accountable to him. As long as he got the cash from me 
once a month my mom would be safe. For a long time I've just been feeding my own habit. | haven't actually sold drugs in a long time. But the cartel doesn't care about all 


that shit. 


| pay Jose and get an ounce of Persian It was a large amount, but these cartel guys don't exactly deal in fucking grams. | knew that having this much weight on me wasn't 


gonna end well. But | don't fucking care. | just want to escape. | want to be numb and hollow. Maybe it's like Axl always said, l'm nothing but a fucking junkie. 


| get back to my room and the ritual commenses. Spoon, lighter, bubbles, syringe.it was like operating on autopilot, it doesn't matter how long it's been, it happens 
effortlessly. It all comes rushing through my veins like a vivid dream. A shot to numb the pain A shot to fill the empty void. A shot to make me disappear. A shot to kill 
anything inside of me that resembles caring. 

Oh the kindness of heroin.it was the one thing | could always count on to not disappoint me. It was the one thing that would always be there for me. It was my long 
awaited silence. It was my dose to kill my self created pain. It was the magic that faded anything real from relevance. Only heroin took away Axl's face. Only it comforted 


me now. 


| tried to be a different person. | honestly had. | was clean for months. But all my efforts accounted for absolutely nothing. They didn't help me get Axl back. Instead of 
feeling better, sobriety had just brought me down harder. And for what? It was fucking redundant and futile. | don't have a reason to be sober, so why should | be? 


| could barely hold my eyes open the next morning as | went downstairs to catch a limo with the guys to the airport. | hid my high behind black sun glasses. | didn't talk to 


anyone. What would | say to any of them anyway? How's it going guys? How about them Raiders? Japan, how awesome is this gonna be? 


They flew us first class. We were stuck between rich snobs and business suits. Half of them were speaking Japanese to each other. | look over to see Duff panting, a 


fearful look in his eyes. Typical. He's having a panic attack Axl quickly orders him a screwdriver and softly coaxes his breathing, trying to regulate it. 


| just snort softly to myself and watch shit unfold. First, a hand on Duff's shoulder. Then a hand on his thigh. One vodka, two vodka, three vodka, four... Fuck you Axl. Fuck 
you this hurts! And | want it, and need it, need you.. But | don't need it, even though | deserve it! 


"Hey, look at me," Axl whispered to Duff. “Just focus on me. Tell me something. Anything. Just talk" 


| roll my eyes behind my shades and stare out the window. Damnit, why did all the Japanese people stop talking?! Their voices drown out the coos of the voice | couldn't get 
out of my fucking head Damn you Axl. Damn you for doing this shit right in front of me, knowing damn well what its doing to me. 


"L. Lcan't," Duff pants. 
Axl cups his cheeks. "Shhhh, breathe with me. In.out.in through the nose, out through the mouth.." 


My fists ball and what herion there is in me doesn't seem like nearly enough right now. | want to rip Duff's throat out and it's Axis that | should He was making me hate 
Duff right now, and | know | shouldn't. Duff's been seduced and doesn't even realize why. 


"L. l.. | can't," Duff softly wimpers. 
"Yeah you can, come on," Axl coaxes. 
Then something inside of me snaps. Breaks. "Why don't you just suck his fucking dick?! That'll take his mind off it!" 


Every set of eyes on that plane turned to look at me. And if course | am the one that everyone is labeling as the bad guy. Oh if they only knew the treacherous webbery 
of that red headed spider staring at me now. lim not the one who's..aggghhh! Fuck this! 


| get up and storm to the bathroom. | couldn't bring a lot of dope with me on the plane. | knew | couldn't get off the plane in Japan with drugs to be found. But its a long 
trip to Japan. I'm pissed. I'm hurt. And l'm fucking holding, 


| couldn't get a rig on the plane so | have to just do lines up my nose. | sit there and do line after line, just waiting for the clench in my chest to relax. When | finally 


manage it someone is pounding on the bathroom door. | gather it up, put on my shades, and stumble out into the asile with buckling knees. 


| use all my strength to keep myself on my feet. | make it back to my seat and collapse into it. My eyes roll back in my head and | can't help a moan of delight. It was as 


good as cumming. 
"You idiot,” | hear a voice hissing at me across the asile. 


Oh my darlin fireball, you can't get to me now. | turned you off. | buried you, buried us. Right now you don't matter and it feels so fucking good not to want you. | close 


my eyes with a half smirk on my lips. | drift away to a place where there are no dreams. 


Im ripped from it sometime later. | don't know how long it's been Doug is waking me up. He whispers in my ear to get rid of any drugs | may be holding. The plane was 
about to be landing. It takes me a moment to grasp what he's saying. Then | remember that | am still holding. | shuffle off to the bathroom under the scrutinizing stare of 
Axl. 


| do a bunch of lines. | do so many that | don't think | can do anymore. But | still had at least a gram left. | hang it over the toilet. Wait. What am | doing? | can't flush all 
this smack. That's like..a total party fowl. | pull it back from the toilet and look at it. | can swallow it and make myself throw it up once we get through customs. 


Yeah. That made perfect sense. | tie a knot in the plastic bag and turn on the sink. | work the bag into an oblong shape with my fingers. | stick it in my mouth and lean 
under the faucet. It takes me a few tries to get it down. | thought it would be a little easier. But it's done. 


| return to my seat. Axl is glaring at me. He pulls Alan down and says something to him. Apparently it's about me because now Alan is staring at me too. | just look away. 


Fuck em. 


When we got to the airport one of our security guys stayed in arms reach of me. Anytime | faultered he would grab me and steady me. It was really hot in here. | was 


starting to sweat. 
"lzz, you ok man?" Steven asks me looking at me with worry. 


| can't seem to find any words to answer him with. My knees buckle, and again l'm saved from embarrassment by security. Damn it's so fucking hot. | breathe in deeply 


but it doesn't feel like | get much air. 
"Why's he sweating like that?" Duff asks Axl, nudging him in the side as he stares at me. 


Axl looks at me with worry and takes a step forward. My eyes roll back in my head My entire body goes limp. Something wasn't right. Oh fuck.. what's happening to me? 
And then | slip into complete nothing. No sound. No light. No sense of touch or smell. Just a sea of black 


Stressed 


Stressed 


Duff 


Izzy's coma has created a paperwork clusterfuck for me. One really can't imagine how many contracts are involved in a single show. Ok this, sign this, initial here and here. | 
felt like | was signing autographs for five hours. Then there's our lawyers, their lawyers, and a bunch of lingo only they understand. Then there's the paralegal who's 
explaining everything in your ear the whole time. It was more exhausting than a two hour show. By the end of the day | have a tension headache. It's a shit job, but right 
now, I'm the only one to do it. Everyone else has too much other shit to deal with. Im not saying that | don't, | do, but this is sorta my distraction, 


After I'm done with the business shit | go by the hospital to check on Izzy. They will be releasing him in a few days. | haven't seen him since he woke up. | wasn't really 
looking forward to seeing him. | guess it's a bit awkward knowing that he knows about Slash walking in on me and Axl. | guess | also feel pretty guilty. Guilty because | know 
Izzy was clean until Slash ran off to tell him everything. l'm aware that hurt Izzy deeply. | know that was Axl's intent, but | don't think it was mine. I'm mean, at first, yeah, 
but after | saw what those actions led to.. 

When | walk into Izzy's room | find him alone in his bed, staring blankly out the window. The TV is on and speaking Japanese. Izzy's face looked blank, hollow, and elongated. 


The face that was usually clean shaven was now scruffy from about five days of not shaving. | can hear a light beep on a machine next to him. | don't think | have ever 


seen him look so bad. Not even when Nikki almost killed him. But then, right now he probably feels like Axl has killed him. 

| tried to get Axl to at least call him, but | can't get him to budge. It seems a bit cruel to me that he's not at least trying to check up on Izzy. | know that not knowing is 
driving him crazy. So much so that | was constantly checking to make sure he takes his pills as he should. The last thing any of us need is for the voices in his head to 
wake up again. | don't know, maybe it's a mental health issue that's making him behave so indifferently. 

| know he's still in love with Izzy. Everytime | make love to him its written all over his face. It's like he's a thousand miles away, even if he's talking and moaning. | know he 
probably imagines I'm Izzy sometimes. He's probably almost called me Izzy a dozen times. And that kinda hurts me. Axl was so amazing to me. He was a different person 
with me than he was with Izzy. He's sweet, affectionate, considerate, and caring. | feel lavished by his attention because I've never seen him like this. When he was with 
Izzy thinks we're always so tense. Someone was always cheating or walking away. Its probably the most unhealthy relationship in human history, but | know Axl misses it. 


| clear my throat and Izzy's head turns to face me. "Hey 122," | nervously say and walk into the room. 


Izzy sighs and turns to look out the window again, "Did you come here because you wanted to, or because he asked you to?" He asks with a scratchy voice from the tubes 


that had to be run down his throat. 
"He doesn't know l'm here," | say looking down at my hands. 


| watch Izzy close his eyes and squeeze them shut. His bottom lip quivers and | can see he's trying really hard not to cry in front of me. He sniffles then opens his eyes, 


still staring out the window. "How is he?" He asks and quickly wipes a tear away that rolls down his cheek. 
"He's still taking his meds. But | don't think thats what you're really asking me." 


His eyes find me but he says nothing. He just looks me over from head to toe. Then he goes to staring out the window again. "Nothing with Axl is ever as it seems. He tells 


you he's fine when he's really not. He doesn't like people to fuss over him." 

| honestly couldn't believe what | was hearing. Izzy's here in a Japanese hospital all alone because Axl ripped his heart out and feed it to him, and all he can ask is if Axl's 
ok? Why wasn't he asking me why Axl hasn't come to see him? Or why he hasn't called or at the very least sent fucking flowers? | draw in a breath as | watch his brows 
furrow as he tries to fight off more tears. 

"How are you Izzy?" | ask 


| hear him huff and slightly shakes his head. "It doesn't matter." 


"No it does matter," | say, "You almost fucking died. You were in a coma for four days. We had to cancel shows, change dates, kiss promoters ass's.. How the fuck can that 


not matter?" 
"Im sorry for any inconveniences that I've caused | wasn't exactly banking on an overdose." 
"Yeah? What made you do it?" | ask 

He glares over at me, ‘I think you're smart enough to figure that out on your own Duff" 


| look down again because | can't take the pain in his stare. But, | helped put it there, so | assume responsibility for that. "Izzy. 'm sorry for causing some of that pain" 


He slightly smirks, "Bet it's not enough to not sleep next to him tonight, is it?" 
"lz, | think you and Axl both need to work on letting go of what you had. | know you were together for 12, 13 years or something.but | think this time its really over." 
‘Is that what you're telling yourself to feel less guilty? Or are those the words Axl tells you to make you feel less guilty?" 


| say nothing. | couldn't. | just stand there feeling bad for the complex vortex of emotions swirling around Izzy. Pain, anger, confusion, spite, contempt, self loathing, it made 


the air in the room feel thick and heavy like humidity. 

"I can see that you're falling in love with him," Izzy swallows hard. "And in another parallel universe you know, maybe you two could work But in this one.." He looks at me 
shaking his head. "You'll never even know him Duff. You'll never understand the shit in his head. You won't know what his nightmares are about when he wakes you up 
screaming..and you won't know how to calm him. You have no clue where he came from or anything he's endured And you can't even see that you're nothing more to him 


than a way to make me pay. You don't understand his kind of jealousy. His kind of love is too complicated for you Duff. He's only going to hurt you." 


| wanted to disagree. | wanted to tell him he was full of shit. That he was the jealous one. That he just didn't want to see Axl move on and get over him. But | couldn't. 
What if.what if Izzy's right? 


"Izzy. | dort think you understand how much you two hurt each other. Whats it solve? What do you gain by not letting go?" 
"| don't expect you to understand. It doesn't matter if you understand | understand And so does Ax!" 

| run my hand over my face in exasperation "The hospital is releasing you on Friday. Are you gonna be ok to perform by then?" 
Izzy looks away from me again and rolls his eyes. “Ill be fine." 


"Good," | nod. "I guess | should go," | say, turning to leave. Izzy doesn't day anything else. | leave his room and let out a deep breath. | felt so fucking confused. | don't know if 


Izzy loves Axl that much or if he's dilusional. | wished this was easier for him. | wished it was easier for all of us. 


When | get back to the hotel | go up to mine and Axl's room. | find him on the balcony. His knees are drawn to his chest and his face is buried in his kneecaps. | can see 
him slightly ticking himself back and forth. 


"Axl? You ok?" | say and lightly touch his shoulder. 
Hs head quickly snaps up. He looks surprised by my presence. "Duff, | was worried, you've been gone all day," 

"Yeah, | had to handle paperwork | wasn't expecting to be so long" 

Axl quickly gets up, "Are you hungry? | can order you something, | already ate" 

"No," | shake my head, "listen. | stopped by the hospital." 

Axl pretends to ignore me by picking up a few shirts discarded on the floor. 

"Axl.did you hear me?" 

"You went by the hospital. | heard you," he nervously says. 

"Aren't you going to ask me how Izzy is?" | furrow my brows at him. 

"He's awake, right? Im sure he's much better then" 

"Really? That's what you think?" | shrug. | was actually confounded by how he seemed to not care at all. ‘He's a mess" 
"Well, that's not exactly anything new, now is it?" He asks me as he starts digging through his suitcase. 

"Axl, are you pretending like it doesn't matter because you dont want to hurt me?" | ask softly. 

He turns to face me, "Duff, Izzy and | are done. Why do you have to keep bringing him up?" 

"Because.he's not seeing things the way you are" 

"Let me guess, he's crying and blaming everything on me?" 


"Actually, he asked me if you were ok" 


He slightly looks at me and returns his attention to his luggage. "Maybe he has it in his head that this is all just a little bump in the road and that we're gonna make up?" 


Axl shakes his head, "He lives in a daydream" 
"Axl.how can you forget all the years you were together so easily? Izzy's torn apart but you.you seem like he never existed" 

"Are you forgetting about the drugs | have to take twice a day just to be sane? | didn't reach that point in my life because | was forgetting that he existed" 
| sigh, "I know. Im sorry. I just don't understand why you're not going to see him" 

He approaches me ard rests his arms around my neck "Because it would give him false hope Duff" 


My hands rest at his waist. | rest my forehead on his and sigh. l'm starting to think Izzy was right, | don't know Axl. | don't understand his methods or train of thought. I'm 


not sure if | know what I'm doing anymore. Am | here to help him stick it to Izzy? Or am | here because l'm starting to care? 


Letting Go 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the nine month wait 


Axl 


| woke up Friday morning with a nervous rumble in my guts. | would have to see Izzy today for our first rescheduled gig in Japan. | wanted to be able to tell myself that | 
wasn't looking forward to it. Yet, a part of me really needed to see him with my own two eyes, just to confirm that he wasn't dead. | was also wondering what kind of 
condition he was in. Was he ok to play? Was he still half way fucked up from the drugs he overdosed on? Or perhaps drugs the hospital might have given him? 


Most of my morning is consumed helping Duff on the business side of things. After our meeting with the managers and a Geffen executive, Duff and | go to a radio station 
to announce our rescheduled show. Then we wait for call ins from listening fans. We have away two front row tickets to the eighteenth caller. Why the eighteenth? Because 


it was today's date and the first thing Duff and | thought of on the spot. 


By the time we got out of there it was time for sound check. The press would most likely already be there, catching any pictures and videos of us that they can We were 


more famous here in Japan than we even were in America. The fans here were fucking crazy. They swarmed us everywhere we went. | found it to be quite overwhelming. 


The closer the limo got to the venue, the more my stomach turned inside out on it's fucking self. | haven't been this nervous about seeing Izzy since the first week | met 
him, when | jammed with his garage band that hated me. As my limo door is opened for me, my heart starts to beat faster. | follow my body guards into the building and 


down a maze of long narrow hallways. | could feel my hands starting to shake. | try to draw in a deep cleaning breath, but I'm too tense. 


And then the stage comes into view. A pang erupts through my chest and | stop dead in my tracks as my eyes fall on Izzy. He was sitting on a speaker and playing very 
softly to himself. He doesn't even see me yet. From where | stood | analyzed his condition. Even this far away, | could see that he was stone cold sober. Sober and doing his 
best to not draw attention to himself. | could tell that he wanted to disappear like he always fucking does. But the constant flash bulbs going off all around him keeps him 


from slipping away into his own little world. 


| try to will my feet to move from the spot they were paralyzed in Finally | start to shuffle forward. | could feel my mouth growing dry. The pounding of my chest now 
reverberated through my ears. | could feel my pale skin flush with heat. The closer | got to Izzy, the more | felt like | might throw up. 


| could feel his eyes on me as | walk past him and stand at the mic that was standing in center stage. | thump it with my fingers to see if it's live. It was, but Slash and 
Steven were nowhere in sight. My attention is caught by the soft melody that Izzy was playing around with. It was no doubt some song he's been working on. | swallow 
hard and nervously turn to face Izzy. 


"You got lyrics for it?" | ask him. 


He looks up at me and | can see the shock he has that l'm actually talking to him. He quickly looks back down at his guitar to avoid having to uncomfortably look at me. 


"Um.some yeah," he says in an overly soft voice with a nod. 

"Can you sing them for me?" | ask. 

Izzy positions his fingers and starts to lightly strum his acoustic. He clears his throat and keeps his eyes trained on his hands playing. The melody really was beautiful. 
"Shed a tear, cuz l'm missing you. l'm still alright to smile. Yeah | think about you every day now." Izzy sings softly in his perfectly Izzy way. 

My heart sinks at the lyrics. | know he wrote it for me. And now he was singing it for me. The sound of his voice causes the hair on my arms to stand on end. I've always 
loved listening to Izzy sing. | scream. But Izzy sings. And | still react to that damn voice of his as if it's the first time to hear it, all over again | still remember the first 
song he ever sang for me. It was, That's How Strong My Love Is by the Rolling Stones. | try to pay close attention as he continues. 

"There was a time when | wasn't sure, but you set my mind at ease. There is no doubt you're in my heart now. Sad honey, take it slow and we'll be alright tonight. All we 
need is just a little patience." | could feel the tears trying to build in my eyes as Izzy continues to strum. "I sit here on the stairs, cuz | rather be alone. If | can't have 
you right now, I'll wait dear. Sometimes | get so tense, but | can't speed up the time. But you know love, that there's one more thing to consider.. Sad sugar take it slow and 


things will be just fine. All we need is just a little patience..patience.” 


| try to discretely dry up my tears before they can cascade down my cheeks. | couldn't let Izzy see me crying, he'll only try to comfort me. | listen as the music increases 


to make it a bit more dramatic. Then Izzy strums a bridge and chorus. After its crescendo he strums across the strings harder. 


"Ive been walking the streets at night, just trying to get it right. It's hard to see with so many around. You know | don't like being stuck in the crowd. And the streets don't 


change, but maybe the names. | ain't got time for your games, cuz | need you. Yeah | need you this time," he holds out the final note and stops strumming. 


He hesitates and rests his hands on his hips, eyes still down and refusing to look at me. "That's all | got," he almost whispers. 


"Hs a beautiful song Izzy," | say. 


Slowly he raised his eyes to meet mine. "I wrote it for you," he says and | can see that tears are trying to build up in his eyes as well. Izzy sits his guitar down and 
nervously takes a step closer to me. Both of us look at everything but each other. Eventually | feel Izzy's palm cup my cheek "Are you ok Axe?" He asks me as our eyes 


meet and lock onto each other. "You know, the voices..stress and such...” He adds. 


| pull away from his touch and run a hand over the top of my head. "I'm ok as long as | take my meds twice a day," | nod and force my eyes to look at my hands. "Izzy... | 
hope you understand that | didn't come see you in the hospital because | was afraid of reconciling. That would have been a step backwards and l'm trying really hard to go 
forward.” 


"| don't know how to move forward without you fireball,” Izzy too looks down at his hands with a shrug. 


In that moment | could almost feel his pain But | have to remain strong so | can break the twisted cycle that we had been locked into. | already know that if | give Izzy an 


inch, that he will take a mile. And where I've always been concerned, he never stops trying. 


"lzzy.when we first got together it was for all the right reasons and it was perfect and beautiful.but LA swallowed up Jeff and Billy. Everything we experienced, everything 
we did just to survive.All those things changed us. We deviated our morals, and sold our souls. We became so jaded that we became numb, and the only way we could get 
each other to feel something was to hurt each other so we would fight. And we did that because the fighting was the only way to show each other that we still cared. 
But the fights got bigger and more frequent. After years and years your addiction just became too much for me, especially when | was sober. | watched heroin take you 


away from me, one fix at a time. It changed you so much that you actually forgot about how much you loved me." 
Izzy glances at me and shakes his head, "I never forgot darlin Not for a second." 


"Yeah, except for that second it took for you to engage things with Slash, huh?" | say and can hear the venomous spit of my words as they come out. Izzy's eyes fall to 
the floor. | sigh and walk back over to my mic and start adjusting it: 


"And it's my biggest regret. It cost me you,’ | hear him say. His words bring more tears to my eyes. "I took advantage of a sweet kid for my own selfish reasons. | wasn't 
looking for someone new, | was looking for you. | was searching for what | had with you when we were kids. When | was your hero. When you'd get me out of class just to 
kiss me. When your eyes sparkled when you looked at me. When everything was new to you and you looked so full of amazement and wonder. | was your entire world and | 


made you mine." 
The tears roll down my cheeks as | stand clenching the mic stand. "We're not those kids anymore Izzy," | sigh. 


"| know..and thats my fault. Everything we did with club owners and record company guys..that was all my idea and | talked you into it. | never should have done that. 
That's when everything started to change." 


| wipe the tears away and turn to face him. He's sitting hunched over, elbows on his knees, with his head in his hands. "It was a desperate time and we didn't have much of 


a choice. You didn't put a gun to my head Izzy. | chose that, and | did it for us." 
Izzy doesn't raise his head, but says softly, "But look what it's done to us." 
"| know," | softly say back. 


Izzy looks up at me with wet eyelashes and red eyes. "I'm so sorry Axe. I'm sorry for leaving you in Indiana alone. l'm sorry for getting hooked on smack I'm sorry for 
getting you hooked on it, for getting Slash and Steven started on it. lim sorry for Desi. l'm sorry for having you sleeping on the streets. I'm sorry for selling drugs. l'm 
sorry for all the hustles, scams, and robbing we had to do to survive. I'm sorry for every time | hit you. I'm sorry for the methods we used to get signed. I'm sorry for 
what Duff and Slash did to get us signed. I'm sorry for everything with Slash. l'm sorry for ruining his relationship with Duff. Im sorry for destroying ours and breaking 
your heart. l'm sorry for ruining your trust in me. l'm sorry for the lies. | would give anything to take it all back.but | can't. What's done is done and | can't change any of 
it. All | can do is take every loss it's cost me. | deserve it. | brought it on myself. | don't blame you for leaving me. You can do better and you deserve better.” The tears 
roll down his face. "It hurts so much to not be with you. | miss you and I'm lost without you. But | just want you to be happy and | know | haven't made you happy in a 


long time. I'm sorry Axe, but | don't know how to let you go. | don't know how to move on. But that's my cross to bare." 


As | stood there, hearing him accept responsibility for his mistakes, | saw my dark angel. But as much as | wanted to believe him, | knew | couldn't. He's said all the right 
words before. And he's broken so many promises to me. "Izzy.I'll always love you and the good times we had, but we just don't work anymore. | don't want to keep hurting 


each other. One day you'll find someone else and you won't make the mistakes we made." 


"You're the only one | ever wanted, even with Slash, it was always you | wanted. It was you that | saw in him. And | don't want anyone but you still. But | know it's over for 
you. So the only thing left to do is let you go. Ill stop begging you and trying to get you back, but I'll never be able to let you go. You'll always have my heart" And with 
that Izzy stood and walked away. 


My eyes blurred with tears. It finally felt like the end It was the closure we both needed to be able to heal. And what he said about me always having his heart, well he 
would always have mine too. I'll never forget the good times. Every kiss. Every embrace. Every look. Every touch. Every laugh. Every time he saved me. Every time we 


made love. Izzy was the love of my life and no one could ever replace him. 


But we've hurt one another too much to ever get past it completely. If we we're together again it would be just as toxic as before. We are both grudge holders and we 
would never be able to forgive each other fully. There will always be a hidden element of spite under the surface. And we would fight. We would say and do things to hurt 


one another. | didn't want that to happen anymore. 


| did however hope that we could find a way back to friendship. Izzy was my best friend, and in that aspect, | still needed him. | was the only person who knew him 
completely, and he was the only one who understood me. There are horrible things we've endured that we never told a soul about. And no one would ever be able to 
understand them. No one else knows the triggers that make those horrible events surface for us. No one will understand the insanity that they caused us, or the 
aftershocks that still plagued us. 


We were still band mates. We started this band. We ran it together. But in the wake of our problems we couldn't even do that. Duff had to take over. It's past time for us 
to get that back. We sacrificed everything to make it to where are now. If we don't pull it together, we're going to lose what we sacrificed our blood, bodies, dignity, and 
souls for. | wouldn't let us ruin the dream that was the result of every bad mistake we made. | wasn't going to let this band fall apart. I'll do whatever it takes to keep 
GNR alive. 


| sit down, staring out at nothing. Sometimes its hard to remember the promises that Izzy actually kept. His promise to always be there and never leave me, and he hasn't. 
| was the one always leaving him. He promised to take care of me, and he did the best he could with what he could He promised to get us out of Indiana, and he had. He 
promised to get us a record deal, and he did. He promised to make us rich, and he had. And for those fulfilled promises, | will always be gracious. 


